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CHAPTER   I. 

Before  she  sat  down  to  dinner,  Marcia 
|)encilled  a  telegram  to  the  Fraulein.  It 
was  brief  but  to  the  purpose.  "  Here  for 
short  time.  Will  write  fully  to-morrow. 
All  well.'^ 

Exactly  ten  words !  And  with  these 
ten  words  Marcia  purged  her  conscience 
so  far  as  the  Fraulein  was  concerned. 
Indeed  what  an  essay  might  be  written 
on    the  uses  and   abuses  of   the   telegram. 
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Its  uses  are  obvious,  but  it  is  also  a  grand 
mechanism  for  excuse  and  delay.  Tele- 
graph to  a  man — "  Yours  received.  Will 
write  you  fully  to-morrow,"  and  you  gain 
a  clear  day ;  and,  which  is  more  to  the 
purpose,  if  this  telegram  is  afterwards 
produced  in  a  court  of  justice,  any  judge 
will  tell  any  jury,  and  any  jury  will 
believe,  that  you  have  done  all  that  was 
possible  under  the  circumstances.  The 
telegram  is  a  solid  fact  which,  so  to  say, 
sticks  in  the  gizzard,  or  in  other  words, 
must  be  digested  away  by  some  process  of 
explanation. 

I  do  not  wish  to  defend  Marcia,  and  I  am 
afraid  she  knew  in  her  own  heart  that  the 
simple  Fraulein  would  believe  a  telegram, 
when  a  letter  would  have  had  no  more 
effect  on  her  than  a  handilla  or  a  rhinoceros. 
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The  telegram  despatched  and  dinner 
over,  there  was  a  new  surprise.  For  there 
was  waiting  in  tlie  court-yard  of  the  liotel, 
not  your  mere  fiacre,  but  a  large  com- 
fortable victoria,  with  a  pile  of  rugs  and 
furs  on  the  front  seat.  Mr.  Peters  was 
ready  to  open  the  door,  and  afterwards 
to  seat  himself  undemonstratively  by  the 
coachman's  side.  And  then  Lord  Henry 
and  Marcia  drove  too;ether  throuo-h  the 
brightest  and  most  beautiful  parts  of  Paris, 
always  beautiful  by  day,  and  exquisitely 
beautiful  in  its  own  manner  and  after  its 
own  fashion  by  niglit,  when  the  Boulevards 
are  a  blaze  of  light,  and  the  place  wears 
its  deceitful  appearance  of  pi'rpetual  youth 
and  perpetual  C^arnival. 

It  is   strange — and   I   leave  the  solution 
of  the  problem  to  Mr.   Frederick  Ilanison 
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— that  Paris,  the  scene  of  most,  if  not  of 
all  the  great  crimes  of  European  history, 
should  bear  on  her  forehead  no  evidence  of 
her  guilt,  but  should  remain  bright  and 
beautiful  like  the  laro^est  and  crowninor  aem 
in  some  priceless  diadem.  Her  history  is 
written  in  blood.  Who  would  dream  as 
much  in  wauderino:  throus;!!  the  streets  ? 
We  have  foro^otten  the  Bastille  and  the 
Great  Revolution,  and  we  now  laugh  with 
Holmes  as  he  gravely  tells  us  that  good 
Americans  when  they  die  go  to  Paris. 

The  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  in  the 
salon  struck  half-past  eleven  before  they 
bade  each  other  good-night.  Lord  Henry 
throughout  the  day  had  been  at  his  best, 
and  to  do  him  justice  his  best  was  ex- 
tremely good.  He  had,  without  assuming 
it,  all  the  tenae  de  la  vieille  cour.     Marcia, 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman. 


on  the  other  hand,  was  overjoyed  and 
wearied  with  delis^ht. 

There  is  a  phrase  in  the  Prometheus 
Viiictm  which  has  defied  translators.  Pat 
into  plain  English  it  is,  "The  countless 
laii<T-h  of  the  sea  waves."  The  sun  is  bright 
above.  The  sea,  iiznorant  of  its  own  cur- 
rents  and  tides,  is  tossing  itself  to  and  fro, 
now  breaking^  into  flecks  of  white  foam,  now 
melting  away  into  deep,  silent  purple.  Pro- 
metheus, looking  on  it  from  his  rock,  speaks 
of  it  as  living,  eternal,  and  utterly  happy. 

Over  Marcia's  mind  rippled  this  same 
radiance  of  existence,  a  radiance  in  whicli 
life  is  bounded  by  infinite  happiness,  and 
happiness  is  the  pulse  and  spirit  of  life. 

"  To-morrow,"  said  liord  Henry  as  he 
kissed  her  for  tlie  last  time,  and  she  laughed 
happily  and  said,  "  Yes,  to-morrow." 
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Then  Lord  Henry  lit  a  cigar  and  strolled 
leisurely  round  to  the  Jockey  Club. 
*'  Messieurs,"  he  murmured  to  himself,  "  le 
jeu  est  fait.  Rieti  ne  va  plus"  The  reflec- 
tion was  admirably  appropriate,  and  like 
most  appropriate  reflections  from  elderly 
lips,  unfortunately  incorrect. 

He  was  soon  persuaded,  against  his  better 
judgment  as  he  thought,  to  take  part  in 
the  baccarat  that  was  o;oino'  on  when  he 
entered  the  Club.  *'  Lucky  in  love,  un- 
lucky in  play,"  he  thought  to  himself. 
"  What  a  fool  I  am  to  tempt  fortune  ! " 
Still  the  old  Adam  was  too  strong,  and  he 
found  himself  at  the  card-table,  and  before 
long  bidding  for  a  bank.  Lord  Henry 
won  steadily  and  largely,  so  that  the  time- 
honoured  adao-e  seemed  wronof  for  once  iu 
a  way.      The   fickle    goddess   continued   to 
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smile  on  liim,  and  lie  returned  to  the  grand 
hotel  richer  by  some  fifteen  hundred  louis. 
****** 
Next  morning  they  met  in  the  salon. 
In  that  huge  room  all  was  silent  luxury. 
Through  the  windows  you  could  see  the 
ceaseless  life  of  the  busiest  and  most  hard- 
workino^  citv  in  the  world.  Paris  is  doomed 
by  fate  to  be  the  scene  of  revolution,  for 
the  simple  reason  that  she  is  the  pulse  of 
the  world.  In  no  other  city  is  the  infinite 
contrast  between  the  rich  and  the  poor 
more  strongly  accentuated.  London  is  a 
"  city  of  cities  " — it  is  not  one  city,  but  a 
dozen.  You  are  in  Belgravia,  and  all 
around  you  is  wealtli  and  luxury.  It  is 
an  hour  almost  before  you  reach  the  largest 
seaport  and  the  largest  mercantile  centre  in 
the    world.      llow    many    Londoners    have 
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ever  visited  the  Docks,  or  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  interior  of  the  Stock  Exchange  ? 
And  eastward,  again,  lies  the  huge  area  of 
wharves,  and  quays,  and  warehouses,  in  the 
centre  of  which  all  that  Paris  has  of  busi- 
ness would  be  but  a  speck  on  a  map. 

Life  in  Paris  is  concentrated.  No  city 
but  Paris  could  have  produced  Victor  Hugo, 
or  even  Eugene  Sue. 

Marcia  was  standing  at  the  open  window 
as  Lord  Henry  came  in.  His  footsteps 
roused  her,  and  she  turned  to  greet  him. 
"  What  is  to  be  done  to-day  ? "  he  asked 
lightly.  "  There  are  a  dozen  things.  Shall 
we  go  to  Versailles  ? — or  shall  we  go  shop- 
ping ?  Suppose  we  stroll  down  the  Boule- 
vards, and  please  ourselves  with  looking  at 
things  and  choosing  them,  like  children  in 
the  country,  who  gather  huge  bundles  of 
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flowers  for  the  simple  sake  of  carrying 
them  home." 

Marcia  did  not  quite  understand  this,  and 
truth  to  tell,  was  bewildered  for  a  moment. 
Even  when  she  recovered  herself,  she  failed 
to  realize  the  situation.  Certainly  it  did 
not  occur  to  her  that — it  might  be  through 
her  own  folly,  she  was  hopelessly  in  the 
man's  power.  A  frail  mind  is  unequal  to 
the  idea  of  treachery. 

"  Surely,"  she  said,  "  we  must  go  to  the 
Consulate,  or  was  it  not  the  Embassy, 
you  said  ? — the  proper  place,  wherever  it 
is.  We  must  not  lose  the  day,  Henry,  or 
any  part  of  it.  We  had  better  start  at 
once." 

Lord  Henry  thrust  liis  liands  into  his 
pockets,  and  took  U[)  his  stand  on  tlie 
hearthrufr.        His     features     hardened,     but 
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there  was  no  perceptible  change  in  his 
voice,  which  was  pleasant  and  musical  as 
ever. 

"My  darling,"  he  said,  ''is  it  not  time 
we  ceased  playing  with  each  otlier  ?  We 
are  too  sensible,  I  hope,  for  that.  Here 
we  are,  and  here  we  stop  till  it  pleases 
you  to  go  elsewhere.  I  for  myself  have 
no  particular  wisli  to  return  to  England. 
In  fact  I  should  only  go  there  to  find  worry 
and  trouble,  that  is  better  managed  from 
a  distance.  We  will  go  where  you  please, 
and  for  tlie  matter  of  tliat  when  you  please. 
Meantime,  surely  we  had  better  stop  liere, 
unless  you  would  like  some  change  of  scene. 
As  yet  you  have  hardly  had  so  much  as  a 
glimpse  of  Paris.  Let  us  finish  our  Paris. 
Then  there  will  be  Vienna  if  you  like, 
and  Constantinople;  or  we  can  stop  half-way 
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at  Naples  or  Sicily.  The  choice  rests  with 
you,  and  the  full  liberty  a  lady  always 
claims,  of  changing  her  mind  at  any 
moment." 

"  I  am  delighted  to  stay  in  Paris,  Henry. 
I  like  it  immensely,  or  at  least  what  little 
I  have  seen  of  it,  and  I  am  in  no  hurry 
to  go.  I  want  to  explore  it  thoroughly, 
even  the  old  part.  The  new  Paris,  where  we 
are,  is  like  a  thing  of  to-day,  bright  and 
beautiful,  but  with  something  unreal  about 
it.  There  are  parts  of  London,  Henry, 
whicli  you  probably  have  never  seen.  They 
are  forgotten  parts.  P)ut  to  me  they  have 
always  been  full  of  life.  It  would  take 
some  days  for  us  to  ex[)lorc  old  Paris  to- 
gether. Let  us  get  off  to  the  Eml)assy  at 
once,  and  then  we  will  stop  here,  if  you 
do  not  mind,  a   week   or   a  fortniglit ;   and 
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if  you  will  give  me  the  mornings  to  waste 
upon  my  love  of  quaint  old  tilings  and  old 
places,  you  sliall  have  the  rest  of  the  day 
entirely  your  own." 

Lord  Henry  walked  to  the  window  and 
looked  out  as  if  expecting  to  see  something. 
Apparently  he  saw  nothing,  for  be  left  the 
window,  turned  to  the  table,  slung  himself 
on  to  it,  and  then  sat  erect  enough,  but 
with  a  certain  trace  of  uneasiness,  such  as 
that  to  be  seen  on  the  face  of  a  skipper, 
who,  knowing  that  he  ought  by  a  given 
time  to  sio'ht  a  lii^ht,  and  not  sio^htins^  it, 
wonders  if  his  compass  has  gone  wrong 
with  the  fog,  or  if  there  has  been  some 
miscalculation  in  his  reckonings. 

"  You  see,  Marcia,"  he  said  slowly,  "  this 
is  a  very  awkward  business — a  very  awkward 
business  for  both  of  us.     We  are  fond  of 
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one  another,  or,  to  use  the  established 
phrase,  we  love  one  another.  I  have  no 
doubt  in  my  own  mind,  and  I  am  sure 
you  can  have  none  in  yours.  Now  we 
are  toi^ether,  let  us  remain  to2jether  for 
better  or  for  worse.  I  am  tired  of  England, 
and,  if  it  were  not  for  you,  of  life.  My 
past  has  been  so  wretched  and  miserable, 
that  I  cannot  dwell  on  it,  or  bear  to  think 
of  it.  But  the  future  is  our  own.  I 
Svvear  most  solemnly  that  I  have  never 
loved  any  woman  but  yourself.  Until  I 
met  you  my  life  had  been  a  curse  to  me. 
If  there  was  anything  good  in  me,  it  was 
soured  and  turned  to  evil.  Marcia,  if 
you  really  love  me,  if  you  wish  to  bring 
me  back  to  my  ohl  self,  and  to  make 
another  man  of  me  and  a  better,  you  have 
only    to    ask   your   own    heart.      I    cannot 
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marry  you;  my  wife  is  still  alive.  But  I  can 
and  will  give  up  everything,  do  anything, 
with  your  better  influence  to  aid  me." 

Marcia  turned  round  on  him,  her  cheeks 
flushed,  her  hands  clenched,  her  features 
set,  and  her  eyes  fixed  on  him  with  a 
straight  piercing  look,  under  which  he  felt, 
it  mio^ht  be  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
that  he  was  not  altogether  master  of  the 
position. 

"  You  villain  !  "    she  gasped. 

*'You  don't  understand  me." 

"  I  understand  you  at  last ! "  she  said. 
"  I  am  not  a  child,  and  you  have  made 
yourself  clear  enough.  Nothing  that  I  can 
now  say  would  be  likely  to  touch  you.  Bat 
I  can  tell  you,  and  I  do,  that  I  despise  you." 

In  an  instant  the  door  had  closed,  and 
she  was  gone. 
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There  are  strangely  mixed  elements  in 
man,  a  remark  far  too  true  to  be  original. 
The  best  of  men  have  their  bad  points. 
The  worst  of  us  have  hidden  somewhere 
or  other  some  streak  of  good. 
;  Lord  Henry  had  one  or  two  redeeming 
qualities.  Or,  rather,  they  would  have  been 
redeeming  if  chance  had  given  tliem  an 
opportunity.  It  may  roughly  be  said  in 
his  favour  that  he  had  been  unlucky  in 
life.  He  was  personally  brave.  No  man 
had    ever    doubted   his    courao-e.     Nor  was 

o 

he    self-induWnt.       In    absolute    command 

o 

of  money — from  whatever  source  obtained 
— he  gratified  his  own  pleasures  and  tastes, 
])ut  he  could  have  faced  any  amount  of 
hardship  and  privation  with  a  free  heart 
and  a  free  forehead. 

There    was    much     in     him     indeed     of 
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UJysses  of  old.  He  had  seen  the  cities 
of  many  men  and  learned  their  ways, 
and  he  was  still  capable  of  generosity  and 
even  self-denial.  He  had  honestly  intended 
to  beoin  life  over  ag:ain.  His  wife,  so  far 
as  he  was  concerned,  was  dead.  It  was 
six  years  since  they  had  met  on  friendly 
terms.  During  those  six  years  he  had  lived 
a  roving  and  discontented  life.  And  he  had 
at  last  determined  to  shake  off  the  past,  if 
the  thinsf  could  be  done.  Nor  must  it  be 
forgotten  that  to  him  the  scruples  which 
determined  Marcia  had  no  existence.  To 
him  her  position  seemed  pedantic,  her  rules 
of  life  texts  for  copy-books.  And  so,  from 
his  own  point  of  view,  he  utterly  failed  to 
see  how  he  had  in  any  way  to  reproach 
himself. 

That  Marcia's  father,  if  he  had  been  alive, 
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or  her  brother,  if  she  had  one,  would  have 
had  a  right  to  call  him  out  was  a  pro- 
position he  would  not  have  disputed  for  a 
moment,  and  he  would  have  gone  out 
cheerfully  and  without  hesitation.  But  for 
his  own  part  in  the  matter  he  saw  no- 
thing that  called  for  reparation  or  even 
regret.  Indeed,  no  harm  had  been  done 
after  all.  No  scandal  had  been  created. 
The  reputation  of  Miss  Conyers  was  as 
intact  as  ever,  and  entirely  in  her  own 
keeping. 

And  said  he  to  himself,  confirmino;  the 
vow  with  a  very  forcible  oath,  "  If  ever 
she  wants  a  friend  she  si i all  have  it  without 
the  asking,  and  I  won't  let  her  out  of 
sight,  if  I  can  help  it.  I  like  a  woman 
who    knows    lier    own    mind.       I    can    see 

plainly  that  the  game  is  up.     She  has  had 
VOL.  m.  c 
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the  best  of  it,  and  I  shall  not  pursue  it 
further.  Uncommonly  few  women  would 
have  had  lier  nerve." 

Then  he  laughed,  and  poured  out  a  glass 
of  wine. 

"  Your  hecdth,  Marcia  Conyers.  A  gpod 
husband  for  you,  though  he'll  have  a  rough 
time  of  it.  And  a  happy  life,  and  grand- 
children round  you,  whom  I  shall  never 
see."  And  he  drained  the  glass,  and  dashed 
it  to  the  floor  and  stamped  it  under  his 
heel. 

''  I  wish  I  could  begin  life  over  again," 
he  said.  "  But  it's  too  late.  Si  la  jeimesse 
savait ;  si  la  vieillesse  pouvait!'  And  with 
this  philosophic  summary  he  turned  round 
and  rang  the  bell. 

The  waiter  might  have  been  standing  on 
the  mat,  he  answered  with  such  prompti- 
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tilde.  But  hotel- waiters  have  a  wisdom 
of  their  own.  They  always  know  when 
thinors  are  wrono:. 

''  Bring  breakfast  at  once,"  he  said,  *'  and 
have  a  coupe  ready  in  half-an-hour." 

The  waiter  departed,  and  then  Lord 
Henry  opened  the  door  and  turned  into 
the  next  room — a  small  ante-chamber  which 
was  part  of  the  suite.  It  was  empty.  On 
its  opposite  side  was  the  door  of  ]\Tarcia's 
own  room.  He  strode  across  to  it  and 
knocked,  bnt  there  was  no  answer.  He 
knocked  ao;ain.  Then  he  turned  the  handle 
and  the  door  opened. 

Marcia   was    nowhere    to    be    seen.       Li 

disorder    all    about    the    chamber    lay    the 

things  they  had  bought  together,   each   of 

them  with    some   memory  of   its    own    for 

him.     Here  was  a  shawl  of  light  wool  and 

c  2 
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a  fan ;  there  a  box  of  gloves.  Here  again 
a  small  watch  he  had  given  her,  and  a 
bracelet  and  a  ring.  There  were  other  such 
things  scattered  everywhere,  but  one  more 
particularly  took  his  attention.  It  was  a 
silver  case — apparently  a  honhonniere  set 
with  jewels — which  they  had  purchased 
together,  and  the  memories  of  which  were 
still  fresh  in  his  mind.  When  you  touched 
the  little  knob  that  opened  the  lid  a  tiny 
humming-bird  started  up  as  the  lid  flew 
back,  flattered  its  wings,  swelled  its  throat, 
and  broke  into  a  burst  of  song.  Then 
with  a  snap  the  bird  would  drop  do\An 
and  the  lid  close  upon  it. 

He  touched  the  spring,  and  the  lid  flew 
open.  The  bird  darted  up,  shook  its  wings, 
and  swelled  its  throat.  Then  there  came 
a  slight  click,   as  of   somethino^   wrouo;  in 
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the  mechanism.  The  lid  shut  with  a  snap, 
and  the  little  jewelled  bird  was  hopelessly 
crushed  between  its  rim  and  the  rim  of 
the  box.  He  took  the  toy  from  the  table, 
dropped  it  upon  the  floor,  and  crushed  it 
under  his  heel. 

Lord  Henry  went  back  to  the  salon,  and 
again  summoned  the  waiter. 

Madame  had  gone  out.  In  fact  madam e 
had  been  gone  now  some  little  time. 
Alphonse  had  thought  that  Milord  was 
aware.  Alphonse  was  in  despair,  for  the 
breakfast  was  ready.  No  doubt  Madame 
would  return  immediately.  Beyond  this 
Alphonse  knew  nothing. 

Lord  Henry  could  now  see  the  cards 
upon  the  table  with  their  faces  u[).  No 
man  could  act  more  quickly  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment.     Evidently  the  only  thing 
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now  to  be  done  was  to  go.  So  he  sent 
for  Mr.  Peters,  who  made  his  appearance 
without  a  shade  of  expression  upon  his 
prosaic  and  eminently  respectable  features". 

"  I  shall  leave  at  once,  Peters.  You  look 
to  the  bill,  and  see  that  everything  is  ready. 
Do  not  lose  a  moment.  I  wish  to  be  in 
Vienna  as  soon  as  possible.  Look  to  every- 
thing, and  meet  me  at  the  station.  We 
shall  start  by  the  Bapide.  I  am  now  going 
to  the   Club." 

Mr.  Peters  bowed  and  departed,  but 
there  was  a  curious  expression  on  his  face 
as  he  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

"  Bested  at  last,  are  you  ? "  said  Mr. 
Peters  to  himself  below  his  breath.  "  Bested 
at  last,  eh  ?  And  serve  you  right,  too. 
You're  a  bad  'un,  you  are,"  he  added  in 
a   highly  moral  tone.     "  kxA   I'm  sick  of 
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you,  and  of  all  your  carryings  on.  I  only 
wish  there  'd  been  some  young  fellow  in 
the  business  to  give  you  a  jolly  good 
hiding.  You  want  Johnny  up  the  orchard. 
That's  what  you  want,  you  old  rip.  And 
J.  Peters  would  be  the  last  man  in  the 
w^orld  to  interfere  and  spoil  sport  on  such 
an  occasion." 

With  which  appropriate  ethical  summary 
of  the  position,  Mr.  Peters  composed  his 
features,  and  expeditiously  carried  out  his 
master's  orders. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

When  Marcia  Conyers  found  herself  on 
the  Boulevards  she  had  actually  developed 
no  fixed  plan  of  procedure.  All  she  wanted 
was  to  be  free  from  the  pestilential  atmo- 
sphere she  had  just  quitted.  Her  pride 
revolted  at  the  indignity  to  which  she  had 
'just  been  subjected,  and  her  mind  experi- 
enced that  revulsion  of  feeling  that  is  only 
known  to  those  who  have  passed  through 
a  similar  ordeal. 

To   say  that   at  this  moment    she  hated 
Lord  Henry  is  to  put  matters  very  mildly. 
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Her  great  love  for  him  had  died  in  a  single 
instant,  and  its  place  was  filled  by  a  sense 
of  positive  loathing. 

She  quickly  made  up  her  mind  tliat  the 
only  possible  course  for  her  to  adopt  was 
to  return  immediately  to  Dieppe  and  the 
Friiulein,  and  with  that  view  she  hailed  the 
first  passing  fiacre,  and  told  the  coachman 
to  drive  to  the  Gare  St.  Lazare.  It  was  an 
hour  before  the  next  train  left  for  Dieppe, 
so  Marcia  having  sent  Miss  Dietz  a  brief 
telegram  announcing  her  arrival,  had  ample 
time  for  reflection. 

She  wisely  determined  to  tell  her  old 
friend  the  entire  truth,  and  she  plainly  saw 
that  nothing  else  could  be  done.  That 
Miss  Dietz  would  believe  her  slie  did  not 
for  one  moment  doul^t.  And  she  knew  the 
old   lady  too  well   to  have  any  fears   with 
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reference    to  the  welcome  that  kindly  soul 
would  offer  her. 

Furious  as  Marcia  was  with  the  man  who 
had  treated  her  so  infamously,  she  was  still 
more  incensed  with  herself.  "  It  is  incon- 
ceivable," she  thought,  ''  that  I  could  have 
been  such  an  idiot !  I  shall  never  forgive 
myself.  Who  would  believe  in  my  innocence 
that  heard  the  story  of  the  last  twenty-four 
hours  ?  Happily  it  is  improbable  that  any 
one  will  ever  hear  it,  for  that  man,  ruffian 
as  he  has  been,  will  at  least  be  silent.  But 
I  fear  my  self-respect  has  gone  for  ever. 
Oh  God,  that  this  madness  should  have 
fallen  on  me  !  And  that  without  the  least 
necessity  for  it,  I  should  have  thus  com- 
promised myself !  In  my  case  there  was  no 
need  for  any  elopement ;  there  was  no  angry 
or  unwilling:   father   and  mother  whom    to 
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outwit,  no  disagreeable  relations  impossible 
to  pacify.  I  was  my  own  mistress,  free  to 
please  myself,  and  with  no  one  to  say  me 
nay,  and  yet  in  this  purposeless  manner  I 
wilfully  sacritice  myself,  and  j^ossibly  ruin 
my  reputation  and  good  name." 

These  and  kindred  thouo;hts  crowded 
together  in  the  young  girl's  brain.  They 
were  not  very  pleasant,  but  at  the  same 
time  they  did  no  great  harm.  Indeed  it 
was  better  for  Marcia  that  she  should 
thoroughly  realize  the  situation. 

The  train  left  St.  Lazare  station.  A 
couple  of  francs  to  the  guard  induced  that 
obliging  official  to  keep  IMarcia  a  carriage  to 
herself,  and  before  tlie  train  was  a  dozen  miles 
out  of  Paris  exhausted  nature  had  assisted 
herself,   and  Miss  Conyers  was  fast  asleep. 

Sleep  is  nature's  own  opiate,  wh 
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the  opiates  of  medicine,  has  no  reaction. 
So  long  as  you  can  sleep  you  are  safe. 
And  not  a  few  men  who  have  helped  to 
make  the  world's  history  have  had  the  gift 
of  sleep  at  will.  Wiien  Marcia  reached 
Dieppe  she  was  herself  again^able  to  look 
back  calmly  upon  what  had  happened,  and 
in  a  way  to  enjoy  her  own  victory. 
*  ^         #         ^         #         ^ 

When  the  .train  drew  up  at  the  Dieppe 
station,  almost  the  first  person  that  Marcia 
saw  was  the  kindly  Fraulein.  The  little 
woman  came  up  to  her,  stood  on  tiptoe,  and 
put  her  arms  round  the  girl's  neck,  and 
kissed  her  affectionately  on  both  cheeks. 

"  My  darling,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you  ! 
What  I  have  suffered  !  But  there's  nothing 
to  be  said  now.  Let  us  hurry  home,  and 
then  you   shall  tell  me  everythicg   if  you 
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like.  I  sluiU  ask  no  questions,  my  sweet  one. 
I  don't  want  to  bother  you,  and  I  am  too 
delighted  to  have  got  you  back.  I  so  feared 
that  I  had  been  uiikind  and  unsympathetic, 
and  thought  that  you  had  left  me.  When  I 
got  your  telegram  last  night,  its  uncertainty 
frightened  me  to  death ;  but  the  one  to-day, 
I  believe,  made  me  twenty  years  younger. 
I  never  knew^,  Marcia,  how  much  I  really 
loved  you  until  I  thought  that  I. had  lost  you." 

"  You  are  right,  dear  Friiulein,''  answered 
Marcia ;  "  we  will  say  no  more  about  it 
until  we  get  home,  and  tlien  I  w^ill  indeed 
tell  you  everything.  I  will  keep  notliing 
back  even  if  I  forfeit  your  affection  by  my 
frankness." 

"  Nothing  will  ever  make  you  do  tliat,  my 
child,  my  own  dear  cliihl."  And  tlie  Fiiiulciu 
lovingly  pressed  her  conipaniou's  arm. 
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AYhen  they  had  got  home  and  were  fairly 
settled  down,  the  story  was  told  pretty 
much  as  I  have  told  it  myself.  It  made 
the  Fraulein  almost  ferocious.  She  stamped 
her  foot,  and  paced  up  and  down  the  room, 
and  looked  unutterable  thinors. 

'^  My  dear,"  she  said  ''  it  would  have 
been  very  wrong,  but  I  wish  you  had 
slapped  his  face,  or  thrown  a  glass  at  hira 
and  damaged  his  good  looks.  A  man  of 
that  kind  ought  to  be  killed.  I  should 
like  to  kill  him  myself.  It  makes  me 
mad  to  think  not  only  of  the  wickedness 
of  the  brute,  but  of  his  abominable  con- 
ceit. So  you  were  to  be  his  plaything, 
were  you,  Marcia,  for  just  so  long  as 
pleased  his  fancy  ?  Well !  "  And  if  ever 
that  one  little  monosyllable  summed  up 
the  entire  aspect  of  a  situation  it  was  on 
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the    present    occasion    in    the     Fraulein's 
moutli. 

And  then,  now  that  the  whole  matter 
was  over,  Marcia  fairly  laughed.  Laughing 
is  contag^ious,  and  the  Fritulein  lauohed  too. 

''  We've  a  right  to  laugh,  my  dear,"  she 
said  with  judicial  profundity.  "  Those  have 
the  lauixh  who  win.  And  to  thhik  that  a  man 
well  born  and  fairly  well  educated  should 
be  such  a  contemptible  wretch  !  Cesf 
incroyahlel  Of  one  thing,  Marcia,  we  may 
be  quite  sure.  He  won't  talk  of  the  matter. 
There  is  nothing  to  fear  from  him." 

Then  the  conversation  drifted  into  other 
and  pleasanter  channels.  Obviously,  now 
that  the  trouble  was  all  over,  the  first  thing 
to  be  done  was  to  finish  the  picture,  the 
magnum  opus,  and  the  next  to  get  Ijack 
again   to  Chelsea. 
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Nor  was  this  reasonable  programme  at  all 
difficult  to  carry  out.  Marcia  the  next  day 
was  at  work  in  earnest.  You  can  always  work 
the  better  for  a  distinct  break  even  if  its  in- 
cidents have  not  been  altogether  of  the  plea- 
santest.     And  Marcia  set  to  work  with  a  will. 

"  It  will  do  now,"  she  said  one  afternoon 
as  she  took  down  the  canvas  from  her 
easel ;  "  and  I  don't  think  I  shall  put 
another  touch  to  it." 

"  I  know  nothing  of  art,"  profoundly 
answered  the  Fraulein,  "  and  am  probably 
the  better  judge  on  that  account.  I  don't 
think  you  need." 

So  the  picture  was  carefully  packed  in 
its  wooden  case  and  protected  by  multi- 
plicity of  wrappings  from  all  dangers  of 
transit,  and  the  very  next  morning  saw  the 
two  friends  on  their  way  back  to  London. 
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''  Old    Chelsea,"   said    the    Friiuleiii  with 

conviction,   "  will    be    quite    pleasant   again 

after   all    this   racket    and    hard    work.     I 

positively  long   for   the    Embankment  and 

the  river  and  our  own  fireside.     Who  was 

it  who  said  that  after  all  you  could  spend 

more  days  in  the  open  air  in  London  than 

in  any  city  in  the  world  ?     He  wasn't  very 

iav  wrong ;  and  when  we've  had  a  week  of 

well-earned  rest,  Marcia — a  delightful  week 

of  doing  really  nothing,  unless  perhaps  we 

are  very  wild  in  the  evening  and  actually 

0:0  to  the  theatre  toii^etlier — we  will  select 

what    I    believe    you    artists    call    a   new 

*  pitch.'     AVe  will  give   old  England  a  fair 

trial  this  time,  and  next  year  we  can  go  to 

my  own  country,  where  the  Dietzs  used  to 

be   Barons  or  something  of  the   sort,   and 

we'll  paint  some  of  their  old  castles.    Castles 
VOL.  III.  D 
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seem  to  suit  you,  Marcia.  I  hope  one  day 
that  you  will  have  one  of  your  own." 

"  That  is  not  very  probable,"  Marcia 
answered.  "But  they  are  easier  to  paint 
than  the  sea,  for  they  do  not  change  their 
moods." 

The  day  after  their  arrival  in  London 
the  picture  with  the  prettiest  of  little  notes 
was  duly  left  for  Lord  Norwich  at  the 
Guards'  Club.  "  You  expressed  a  wish  to 
have  this  picture,"  said  Marcia.  "  Pray 
accept  it  as  an  expression  of  my  sincere 
regard,  and  as  a  token  of  my  appreciation 
of  your  kindness  to  me." 

And  then  came  business.  For  Marcia's 
name  was  by  this  time  sufficiently  well 
known,  and  she  found  herself  with  a  choice 
of  commissions,  any  one  of  which  had  its 
own  recommendations.    All  these,  of  course, 
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had  to  be  considered.  The  one  that  seemed 
the  best  was  from  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Uls water.  His  Grace  wanted  six  small 
pictures  of  his  estate  in  Westmoreland. 
He  would  be  happy  to  place  a  cottage  and 
carriage  at  Miss  Conyers'  disposal,  or  she 
could  occupy  a  suite  of  rooms  at  Ulswater 
Park.  He  only  suggested  the  cottage,  as 
she  might  find  the  house  dull,  all  the  f.imily 
being  away.  But  in  any  case  she  was,  of 
course,  to  consider  herself  as  entirely  free 
of  the  whole  place,  and  the  servants  would 
expect  her,  and  had   had  their  orders. 

"  It's  delightful,  my  dear,"  said  the 
Fraulein.  "  We'll  quarter  ourselves  on  the 
Duke,  and  have  a  real  good  time  of  it, 
and  be  most  virtuously  industrious  into  the 
baro-ain.  I  don't  know  much  of  Enirlish 
Dukes,  but  I   have  lieard  that  tiny  arc  a 
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nice  class  of  people,  who,  as  a  rule,  mean 
Avell.  In  my  country  they  are  not  of  much 
account." 

This  clinched  the  matter,  and  his  Grace's 
proposition  was  forthwith  accepted. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  September,  so 
that  there  was  not  a  day  to  be  lost,  and 
the  next  mornino;  thev  were  off. 

I  need  not  describe  the  glories  of  Uls- 
water  Park.  They  stand  on  record  in 
county  histories,  and  in  Murray's  Guide- 
books. Vernon  Heath  has  made  them 
familiar  to  Londoners  by  a  special  series 
of  his  wonderful  photographs.  It  was  an 
embarras  de  ricliesses.  But  Marcia  was  not 
long  in  fixing  upon  her  first  scene,  a  view 
of  the  western  face  of  the  castle,  with  the 
hills  and  pine-woods  running  up  behind  it. 
And  the  very  next  day  found  her  at  work. 
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Neither  need  I  follow  the  course  of  the 
particular  j)^cture  itself.  Painters,  like 
speakers,  singers,  actors,  and,  I  am  sorry 
to  have  to  add,  surgeons,  acquire  nerve  and 
confidence  in  the  only  way  they  can  be 
acquired — by  practice. 

Marcia  had  now  sufficient  reliance  in 
herself.  She  knew  that  she  could  always 
trust  herself  to  a  certain  point.  She 
might  ultimately  go  beyond  it.  But  of 
maintaining  it  she  was  certain.  And  it 
is  just  this  attitude  of  mind  that  is  wanted 
for  the  long  work  of  life.  Dash  and  for- 
tune can  never  secure  more  than  occasional 
triumphs,  however  brilliant.  Providence, 
Napoleon  used  to  say,  was  always  on  the 
side  of  big  battalions.  Equally  Providence  is 
on  your  side  in  any  work  which  you  know 
to  be  thoroughly  within  your  strength. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

The  '  Cecilia '  liad  got  under  weio^h  with- 
es o 

out  any  definite  destination,  the  orders  given 
to  the  master  being  to  shape  his  course  for 
Copenhagen.  Vague  ideas  crossed  Lord 
Norwich's  mind  of  perhaps  pushing  as  far 
north  as  Hammerfest,  and  trying  his  luck 
with  the  noble  sport  still  to  be  found  in 
the  sub-arctic  zone ;  and  as  to  the  genuine 
nature  of  which  those  who  wish  to  satisfy 
themselves  and  to  spend  a  day  enjoyably, 
cannot  possibly  do  better  than  consult  the 
stirring  narrative  of  Mr.  Lamont  of 
Knockdow. 
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This,  however,  was  but  a  first  resolve  and 
an  impetuous  one,  much  in  the  spirit  of  the 
naughty  schoolboy  who  runs  away  to  the 
nearest  seaport  tow^n  with  a  knife,  a  ball 
of  string,  a  candle,  matches,  and  a  week's 
pocket-money. 

The  sailing-master,  as  soon  as  his  lordship 
had  recovered  his  temjDer,  was  easily  able 
to  convince  him  that  the  '  Cecilia '  was  no 
more  fit  to  encounter  even  ordinary  "  pack," 
to  say  nothing  of  floes,  than  if  she  were 
a  gilded  w^alnut-shell ;  and  it  was  evident 
indeed  that  his  words  were  those  of  wisdom. 

So  I  am  sorry  to  say  the  yacht  went  no 
further  than  the  Faroe  Islands,  and  thence 
bent  her  course  back  again,  not,  as  the  crew 
had  fondly  hoped,  to  the  Solent  and  their 
homes,  but  to  the  French  coast.  Here  she 
hovered  about  from  one  port  to  another  as 
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the  caprice  or  rather  the  restlessness  of  the 
day  might  prompt.  It  was  a  good  time 
for  the  crew,  who  got  any  amount  of  shore 
leave.  It  was  a  good  time  for  the  officers, 
who  naturally  preferred  coasting  to  a  cruise. 
It  was  a  bad  time  for  Lord  Norwich, 
who,  everywhere  alike,  was  restless  and 
discontented. 

On  board  there  was  nothinor  for  him  to 

o 

do.  "  We  will  refit  thoroughly  this  winter," 
he  said  to  himself,  "  and  start  before  the 
spring  equinox.  Patagonia  or  Paradise, 
Disco  or  the  Devil ;  it  is  all  pretty  much 
the  same  to  me.  But  I  must  get  some 
fellow  or  a  couple  of  fellows  to  join  me, 
or  I  shall  drive  myself  mad." 

November  came,  and  the  yacht  dropped 
her  anchor  in  the  Bay  of  Naples — perhaps 
the  most   beautiful   natural  harbour  in  the 
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world  after  that  of  San  Francisco.  Here 
Lord  Norwich  went  ashore  and  briskly 
commenced  to  telegraph  home  for  friends. 
Somehow  or  other  the  search  seemed  as 
difficult  as  that  for  c^uests  for  a  wcddin<2:- 
breakfast.  Lord  Norwich's  friends  fell 
roughly  into  two  classes.  The  greater 
number  of  them  were  busy,  and  could  not 
possibly  come.  Those  who  were  not  busy 
were  enjoying  themselves  somewhere  else, 
and   in   American,  parlance  "  fixed   up." 

"  Funny  position/'  he  vaguely  observed. 
"  I  offer  a  man  a  comfortable  cruise  where 
he  pleases,  and  the  men  who  would  like  to 
come  can't  come,  and  the  men  who  can 
come  don't  care  to  come."  Ilis  lordship 
was  quite  right.  The  most  enjoyable 
thincrs  in  this  world  often  (tq  beofmnc:  for 
the  same  reasons.      *'  However,  I  am  here," 
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he  continued,  "  and  I  shall  remain  for  the 
present,"  and   so  was  rowed  ashore. 

On  shore  he  found  by  accident  at  the 
first  hotel  he  entered,  the  very  man,  or 
more  exactly  a  man  of  the  very  type,  he 
wanted.  Captain  Markby  was  an  English- 
man to  the  backbone.  Nobody  exactly 
knew  how  he  lived  or  what  were  his  means, 
but  nobody  could  say  a  word  against  him. 
He  had  been  in  a  line  regiment,  and  had 
been  put  upon  compulsory  half-pay.  He 
had  joined  the  army  in  the  Crimea  when 
quite  a  lad,  and  had  since  been  in  many 
places,  and  knew  all  kinds  and  conditions 
of  men.  His  age  might  have  been  any- 
thino^  at  which  vou  could  o^uess  it,  from 
forty  to  even  fifty.  He  was  of  middle 
height,  and  of  an  immensely  powerful  build. 
He  was  too  heavy  to  ride  well  except  upon 
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animals  far  beyond  any  price  lie  could 
command.  But  he  could  hold  his  own  in 
any,  or  almost  any,  trial  of  strength  or  skill 
in  which  his  weight  did  not  disqualify  him. 

Among  his  intimates  he  was  sometimes 
spoken  of  as  '^  Old  Xavier,"  and  from  his 
supposed  readiness  to  go  anywhere  and  do 
anything  upon  the  minimum  of  provocation, 
"from  pitch   and   toss  to   manslaughter." 

A  man,  withal,  as  true  as  steel,  and  as 
straight  as  a  dart,  a  thorough  sportsman, 
and  as  brave  as  a  lion.  It  was  as  if  he 
had  been  opportunely  dropped  from  the 
clouds  out  of  a  balloon  by  some  special 
providence. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  Markby  and  Lord 
Norwich  were  discussing  matters  quietly 
over  a  cigar.  It  was  one  of  Markby's  merits 
that  he  never  asked  questions  unless   they 
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were  absolutely  necessary.  He  never 
wanted  to  know  whence  you  had  come, 
or  whither  you  were  going,  or  upon  what 
you  were  occupied.  He  held  such  matters 
to  be  your  own  concern.  "  I  have  no 
secrets  of  my  own,"  he  used  to  say.  ''They 
are  troublesome  and  expensive  things. 
And  with  no  secrets  of  my  own  I  have 
no  stowage  in  me  for  the  secrets  of  other 
people.     I  don't  want  them." 

Knowing  this  peculiarity  of  his  friend, 
Lord  Norwich  proceeded  to  circumvent  him 
secundum  arteni. 

"  There  is  nothing  doing  here,  Xavier, 
I   suppose." 

"  Nothing  whatever.  That  is  exactly 
why  I  am  here." 

"  And  that  is  exactly  why  I  do  not  mean 
to  stop  here.     Xavier,  old  chap,  I  have  had 
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a  bit  of  a  facer.  It  has  not  been  in  money 
matters,  and  I  am  sure  I  need  not  tell  you 
that  there  is  nothing  about  it  which  I  need 
keep  back.  But  it  has  been  a  facer  all  the 
same,  and  I  want  to  keep  on  the  move. 
There  is  nothino^  like  motion  to  shake  dust 
and  cobwebs  out  of  you.  There  is  nothinof 
like  friction  to  burnish  you  up.  But  I  want 
company.  I'm  hipped  and  dull.  The 
*  Cecilia '  is  here  and  can  start  in  an  hour, 
or  if  you  prefer  it,  in  a  week.  You  join 
me,  and  w^e'll  go  where  you  please,  and 
for  as  long  as  you  please.  I  am  quite 
indifferent.  The  only  thing  I  know  is, 
that  if  you  will  come,  like  a  good  fellow 
as  you  are,  and  keep  me  company,  I  can 
make  you  tolerably  comfortable.  And  I  will 
promise  you  not  to  badger  you  with  my  own 
affairs,  and  here's  my  hand  on  the  promise." 
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Markby  tlirust  his  own  hands  into  his 
pockets  and  looked  at  the  ground.  Finding 
nothing  there  he  looked  up  at  the  sky. 
Apparently  he  found  nothing  there  either, 
for  he  swept  the  horizon  from  his  right  to 
his  left,  and  then  slowly  back  again  from 
left  to  right,,  without  a  remark. 

After  a  few  seconds  he  said:  ''Perhaps 
I  may  as  w^ell  come.  You  need  no  one  to 
keep  you  out  of  mischief,  Norwich  ;  but 
you  may  perhaps  as  well  be  kept  from 
yourself.  People  talk  of  men  being  ruined 
by  bad  company.  It's  nonsense.  The  worst 
company  a  man  can  have  (1  don't  care  who 
he  is)  is  himself.  When  he  is  tired  of 
himself,  look  out  for  breakers  ahead.  I'm 
your  man,   and  I   can   come   at  once." 

They  shook  hands  and  struck  the  bargain 
without  another  word. 
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Markby's  arrangements  were  soon  com- 
pleted. His  travelliDg  effects  were  almost 
as  simple  and  as  few  as  those  of  an  Arab 
sheik.  His  weapons — a  couple  of  guns, 
a  brace  of  revolvers,  a  rifle,  and  a  hunting- 
knife,  were  always  in  order.  His  business 
matters  needed  no  settlement.  Every  neces- 
sary paper  and  document  w^as  contained 
in  a  broad  belt  w^hicli  lay  at  that  very 
moment  under  ]]is  waistcoat. 

So  before  the  sun   set   that  eyenino-  the 

o 

engines  of  the  '  Cecilia '  were  throbbing,  her 
anchors  were  heaved  and  bowsed,  the  course 
for  the  next  four-and-twenty  hours  was 
shaped  on  the  chart,  the  word  was  given, 
"  full  steam  ahead,"  and  once  again  the  superb 
little  vessel  was  ofl"  on  her  wanderings. 

"  You're  a  trump,  Xavier,"  observed  Lord 
Norwich  emphatically. 
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''  Eot !  "  answered  Markbj.  "But  if  polite- 
ness did  not  forbid  me,  I  should  express  a 
strong  suspicion  that  you  were  a  fool." 

"So  I  believe  I  am,"  answered  Lord 
Norwich.     And   the  matter  dropped. 

They  steamed  slowly  for  some  hours 
before  they  turned  in.  The  sailing-master's 
orders  were  to  make  for  Cyprus,  where  there 
is  still  good  sport  to  be  had  all  the  year 
round,  and  good  w^ine  of  the  country  to 
be  got.  But  they  changed  their  minds, 
and  ended  by  throwing  anchor  in  the  port 
of  the  Piraeus. 

What  endless  reflection  the  irony  of 
history  affords !  The  Rejpiiblic  of  Plato, 
the  grandest  and  greatest  work  in  the 
whole  range  of  ancient  Hellenic  literature, 
commences  w^ith  the  memorable  sentence, 
"  I  walked  down  yesterday  to  the  Piraeus." 
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It  is  said  that  Plato  wrote  that  same 
sentence  twenty  or  thirty  times  over  before 
he  could  pitch  upon  w^ords  sufficiently  few 
and  natural,  and  arrange  them  in  a  suffi- 
ciently simple  order  to  satisfy  himself  with 
the  result.  Had  he  to-day  to  make  his 
w^ay  from  Atheus  to  the  Pirseas,  or  back 
again,  he  would  go  by  a  penny  tram-car, 
unless  in  so  luxurious  a  mood  as  to  charter 
a  fly. 

The  mountains  still  look  on  Marathon, 
but  Marathon  has  as  little  to  tell  us  of 
Greece  and  her  liberties  as  have  Battle  and 
Hastings  of  the  Norman  Conquest,  or  the 
advertisements  of  patent  medicines  and 
bottled  beer  upon  the  Pyramids  of  the  kings 
by  whom  those  Pyramids  were  built. 


VOL.  III. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Maecta  meantime  Kad  been  working 
at  her  commision  with  almost  mechanical 
inrlustiy.  It  would  have  been  mechanical, 
indeed,  had  it  not  been  servant  to  the 
genius  of  art.  It  is  but  seldom  that 
genius  and  industry  are  combined.  And 
the  man  who  measures  out  to  himself  a 
given  amount  of. work  to  be  done  in  each 
day,  is  in  shrewd  dang-er  of  becomimr 
what  the  FalstafF  of   the   Merry   Wives   of 

Windsor  terms  a  "mechanical  salt  butter 
rogue."     I    say  the    Falstafi'  of  the   Merry 

Wives  of  Windsor — a  very  different  person 
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indeed  from  the  other  Falstaff  with  which 
he  is  so  often  confounded. 

The  cottage  which  they  chose  in  pre- 
ference to  a  suite  of  rooms  at  Ulswater 
Park  was  charming.  So  far  as  nature 
went  without  assistance  from  man,  AVords- 
worth  might  have  been  content  with  it. 
Man  had  added  a  good  deal  in  the  way 
of  sordid  material  comfort.  The  furniture 
was  modern.  The  doors  and  windows  were 
air-tight.  The  '  disused  pump  had  been 
padlocked  up,  and  was  replaced  by  a 
miniature  Artesian  well.  For  my  own 
choice,  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that  I  should 
not  have  preferred,  as  Marcia  and  the 
Friiulein  did,  the  cottaG^e  to  the  castle. 

If  you  could  have  put  the.  building  upon 
wheels,  and  transferred  it  with  ics  tiny 
entourage  to  within  the  fifcecn  miles'  radius 
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of  Charing  Cross,  dukes  themselves  would 
have  been  found  bidding  fancy  prices 
for  it. 

Honeysuckle  climbing  up  the  walls  ;  above 
the  honeysuckle  the  nests  of  martens.  A 
small  conservatory  in  the  little  patch  of 
garden,  with  every  novelty  in  the  way  of 
heating  apparatus,  so  that  even  orchids 
flourished.  Opposite  this  tropical  house 
in  miniature  an  old  wall  with  apricot  trees, 
and  under  these  fertile  beds  of  strawberries. 
A  little  rosary,  a  little  kitchen-garden,  a 
little  tank  with  gold  fish  and  water-plants. 
Everything  was  complete  down  to  the 
model  cow-house,  with  a  gem  of  an  Alder- 
ney  cow,  not  much  bigger  than  a  St. 
Bernard  mastiff,  and  far  more  tractable. 

*'  If  this  is  what  comes  of  art,"  observed 
Marcia,    "  I   am   satisfied    for   myself  that 
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art  pursued  under  average  chances  is  a  far 
preferable  career  to  politics,  or  medicine, 
or  law,  or  anything  else ;  and  I,  for  one, 
shall  sturdily  decline  henceforth  to  join  in 
any  movement  for  my  own  emancipation." 

*'  It  is  not  every  girl  who  can  paint," 
answered  the  Friiulein,  ''  any  more  than  it 
is  every  one  who  can  govern,  or  even  fight. 
Meantime,  Marcia,  we  are  well  off.  You 
prove  yourself  as  industrious  as  you  always 
are,  and  I  for  my  part  will  promise  to  give 
you  no  trouble.  I  am  getting  old,  and 
it  is  pleasant  to  have  some  sort  of  an 
idea  of  the  kind  of  place  which  is  reserved 
for  a  used  up  German  old  maid,  when  she 
becomes  an  encumbrance  down  here." 

The  pigeons  began  to  cluster  round  a 
quaint  little  tower,  which  was  a  tool-shed 
on    its    ground-floor,    a   seed-house    al)ove ; 
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higher  still  a  clock-tower,  and  above  that 
again  a  dove-cot.  The  bees  were  crowding 
into  their  hives  as  hurriedly  and  noisily 
for  their  size  as  soldiers  into  barracks,  or 
swallows  into  the  osier-beds.  The  mist 
was  beginning  to  hang  on  the  surface  of 
the  surrounding  meadows.  It  was  clearly 
time  for  close  shutters  and  drawn  curtains. 
So  Marcia  and  the  Fraulein  agreed.  One 
half  the  world,  ^ve  are  told,  knows  not 
how  the  other  half  lives.  Certainly  one 
half  the  world  knows  not  how  the  other 
half  enjoys  itself. 

Nature  divides  her  favours  impartially. 
She  has  given  women  their  five  o'clock 
tea,  and  men  their  evening  pipe. 

I  do  not  in  the  present  case-  intend 
at  all  to  follow  in  detail  the  progress  of 
the   Uls water   series.     Suffice   to   say   that 
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the  work  went  on  cheerily,  and  that  after 
about  three  weeks,  his  Grace  came  down 
liimself,  and  was  pleased  to  express  himself 
more  than  satisfiecl. 

The  Duke  was  a  tall,  fine  old  man,  who 
could  still  ride  well  to  hounds,  and  wlio, 
when  young,  must  have  been  striking,  if 
not  exactly  handsome.  As  an  attache  he 
had  learnt  the  art  of  compliment  without 
flattery,  and  so  contrived  to  impress  Marcia 
very  favourably.  He  told  her  that  she 
had  opened  his  eyes  to  the  beauties  of 
his  own  place.  It  had  come  to  Jiim  as 
a  matter  of  course  Ijy  descent,  and  so 
having  always  regarded  it  as  his  own 
ill  iiosse  or  in  esse,  he  had  never  felt  for 
it  tliat  admiration  which  Rochefoucauld 
(was  it  not?)  had  declared  to  be  impossible 
without    a    certain     amount    of   envy    and 
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jealousy.  He  was  ashamed  of  himself 
for  not  coming  oftener  to  Westmoreland, 
and  stopping  there  longer.  There  was  no 
excuse  for  an  absentee  landlord,  whose  place 
had  beauties  in  it  such  as  Miss  Conyers 
had  discovered.  He  must  console  himself 
with  the  reflection  that  genius  could  see 
at  a  glance  that  thing  to  which  ordinary 
eyes  were  dim  or  totally  blind.  And  with 
these  and  many  other  stately  expressions 
of  his  approval,  his  Grace  was  pleased  to 
take  his  departure. 

Under  all  this  courtly  talk  there  ran  a 
little  golden  thread  of  kindliness,  for  next 
morning  no  less  a  person  than  the  estates' 
steward  himself  rode  round  with  a  letter, 
which  he  explained  he  had  been  in- 
structed to  deliver  in  person,  that  Miss 
Conyers    might   be    saved    the    trouble    of 
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a  reply.  It  contained  a  cheque  for  a  thou- 
sand o'liineas,  and  was  to  the  effect  that 
his  Grace  hoped  Miss  Conyers  would  con- 
sider the  cottage  to  be  at  her  disposal  any 
time,  upon  notice  to  his  steward  of  her 
intentions.  The  Duke  added  that  he  felt 
really  grateful  to  Mr.  Moss,  through  whose 
instrumentality  he  had  been  enabled  to 
secure  what  he  intended  to  make  an  heir- 
loom in  his  family. 

The  steward,  a  stately  gentleman,  accom- 
panied by  his  own  pad  groom,  having  deliv- 
ered this  highly  satisfactory  communication, 
trotted  away  in  a  manner  and  with  a  bear- 
ing which  implied  that  he  did  not  every 
day  carry  letters  even  for  a  Duke,  but  that 
the  present  occasion  was  wholly  exceptional. 

He  also  looked  critically  at  the  scenery 
round    about    hiui,    as    if    he    were    being 
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consulted  over  its  merits.  In  reality,  having 
finished  his  mission,  he  was  speculating 
upon  some  complicated  problems  of  sub- 
soil clrainao^e. 

Marcia  took  the  steward's  messag^e — 
whether  it  was  so  intended  or  not — as  a 
hint,  and  did  not,  as  she  could  have  wished 
to  do,  write  a  letter  of  thanks.  But  she 
continued  her  work  with  a  will  that  aston- 
ished even  Miss  Dietz.  She  completed  her 
task  to  her  own  satisfaction,  which  for  her 
was  a  thing  very  far  from  usual.  And 
then  good-bye  was  bidden  to  the  noble 
castle  and  the  pleasant  little  cottage  ;  and 
Marcia  and  the  Friiulein  found  themselves 
in  a  comfortable  reserved  carriage,  rapidly 
rolling  back  to  London. 

Even  in  England  a  long  raihva}'  journey 
is  comfortable,  with  a  moderate  supply  of 
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the  necessaries  of  life  and  a  small  assort- 
ment of  magazines  and  papers. 

The  little  house  in  Old  Chelsea  never 
seemed  pleasanter.  For  a  good  week  they 
abandoned  themselves  to  a  sort  of  busy 
idleness,  shopping  in  the  morning,  and 
dining  at  a  restaurant,  and  in  the  evening 
the  theatre. 

Then  came  the  question  of  what  should 
next  be  done.  It  was  the  beginning  of 
October.  London  was  virtually  empty,  dull, 
and  haunted  with  the  east  wind. 

"We  must  go  somewhere  or  other,"  said 
Marcia.  "  We  can  very  well  afford  it,  and 
what  is  more,  we  deserve  it." 

"  I  don't  care  where  you  go,  my  dear," 
replied  the  Friiulein.  "  But  I  quite  agree 
with  you  that  it  would  be  nice  to  go 
somewhere.     Besides,  our   little   place   here 
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costs  nothing  while  we  are  away  beyond 
the  rent  and  the  taxes." 

"We  have  not  yet  seen  the  Mediter- 
ranean," continued  Marcia.  "  Let  us  wait 
quietly  till  December,  and  have  a  regular 
tour.  If  I  had  a  map  at  hand  we  would 
mark  it  out  with  the  compasses.  Keally 
there  is  an  infinitude  of  choice,  and  we  had 
better  leave  ourselves  more  or  less  free. 
Suppose  we  begin  with  the  Eiviera.  Then 
if  we  like  we  can  try  Rome.  Nor  do  I 
see  any  reason  in  the  nature  of  things 
why  we  should  not  even  venture  on  the 
Levant  itself." 

''  As  you  please,  my  dear,"  said  the 
Fraulein.  "  All  places  are  alike  to  me. 
For  they  are  all  new,  and  if  I  have  you 
with  me  I  cannot  possibly  be  dull." 

''You    are    a    dear   old   sibyl,"    laughed 
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Marcia.  "  I  don't  believe  you  are  German 
at  all.  You  are  directly  descended  from 
the  old  lady  of  Cumae ;  and  perhaps  through 
her  from  the  witch  of  Endor.  Leave  thing's 
to  me.  We  will  start  as  agreed,  and  our 
first  resting-place  shall  be  Nice.  Venice 
I  don't  think  I  care  about.  When  we 
are  safely  at  Nice,  we  wdll  put  on  the 
considering  cap,  and,  as  sailors  say,  whistle 
for  a  wind." 

The  first  week  of  December  found  them 
at  Nice.  The  Friiulein  had  relieved  the 
monotony  of  the  journey  by  long  intervals 
of  sleep,  and  of  Mr.  Trollope's  cathedral 
novels.  Marcia,  on  the  otlier  hand,  had 
been  industriously  endeavouring  to  acquire 
modern  Greek,  a  pursuit  in  wliich  the 
knowledge  of  ancient  Greek  is,  if  anything, 
a  hindrance  to  you.     You  must  "go  for" 
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your  modern  Greek  as  David  went  for 
Goliath.  The  erudition  of  Porson  and 
Brunck  is  only  in  your  way.  Nor  will 
any  study  of  Homer  or  Plato  enable  you 
to  dispute  a  cab-fare  or  order  dinner  at 
a  restaurant.  You  might  as  well  venture 
out  in  London  armed  with  a  semi-colloquial 
power  over  genuine  Anglo-Saxon, 
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CHAPTER   y. 

At  the  Pirgeus  there  is  nothins*  to  be 
done  or  seen.  Athens  itself  has  been  much 
over-praised.  There  are  far  finer  ruins 
and  relics  of  antiquity  in  many  parts  of 
Italy  than  are  to  be  found  in  the  whole 
Hellenic  kingdom ;  and  if  you  read  your 
Wordsworth's  Greece,  and  go  to  Greece  fired 
by  its  artistic  enthusiasm,  you  will  find 
yourself  chillingly  disappointed. 

The  modern  Greeks,  I  care  not  what  may 
be  said  to  the  contrary,  are  a  mongrel  race, 
and  deserve  the  reputation  they  have  won  in 
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the  city  of  London,  and  on  every  continental 
Bourse. 

But  Greece  itself  can  have  little  altered, 
if  at  all.  The  sea,  the  mountains,  the 
quarries,  the  forests,  are  still  there,  and 
we   can  read  into  them  what  ,we  please. 

Lord  Norwich,  beyond  vague  reminis- 
cences from  his  Eton  days,  knew  nothing 
of  Greek  literature,  and  cared  less.  Markby 
could  use  stronor  lano[uao:e  in  most  of  the 
European  dialects,  but  could  not  make  head 
or  tail  of  a  tongue  in  which  an  equilateral 
triangle  followed  by  a  dash  does  duty  for 
our  national   oath. 

"  We  will  worry  on  as  best  we  can," 
observed  that  philosopher.  "  The  price  of 
things  is  pretty  much  the  same  all  the 
world  over.  If  we  find  we  are  being 
robbed    beyond   endurance,    we    can  easily 
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ruD  up  the  Levant,  and  throw  anchor  in 
the  Golden  Horn. .  You  would  like  Stamboul, 
Norwich,  I  am  sure." 

So  that  evening  they  went  up  the  city 
and  dined  in  the  Acropolis.  It  is  curious 
to  drink  fresh  wine  and  eat  fresh  olives 
in  the  very  place,  perhaps  in  the  very  spot, 
where  olives  were  eaten  and  wine  and 
water  drunk  by  the  statesmen  and  heroes 
who  drove  back  the  tide  of  Eastern  bar- 
barism, and  so  laid  a  foundation  for  the 
history  of  Europe. 

Somehow  or   other   it    came    about    that 

they  loitered  on  without  any  definite  plans. 

There  is  plenty  of  snipe-shooting  to  be  had 

all   round  the    Greek  coast,  and    men  who 

can  bring  down  a  brace  of  snipe  right  and 

left  prefer  snipe-shooting  to  any  other  form 

of  sport,  exactly  as  veterans  with  the  line 
VOL.  in.  F 
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will  tell  you,  that  short  of  the  pleasure  of 
a  day  with  the  salmon  there  is  nothing  on 
earth  to  equal  a  good  day  with  the  Thames 
gudgeon.  In  India,  next  to  the  tiger,  if 
there  be  one  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  the 
bear,  your  genume  shikary  is  perhaps 
keenest  on  a  day  with  the  snipe. 

And  the  two  men  were  as  happy  as  need 
be.  Markby,  philosopher  and  citizen  of  the 
w^orld,  had  nothing  for  which  to  wish. 
Norwich  w^as  livened  out  of  all  apathy  by 
Markby's  genuine  schoolboy  geniality.  And 
they  were  both  in  this  cheery  frame  of  mind 

when  one  of  those   events   happened  upon 

which  my  history  hinges. 

*  i^  *  *  *  * 

The  Fraulein  was  looking    one   morning 

over  her  paper  in  the  intervals  of  breakfast 

when   her   eye  was   caught   by  the  words, 
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"  The  Earl  Norwich  has  arrived  at  Athens 
in  his  yacht  the  'Cecilia'."  The  little  old 
lady  said  nothing  for  a  time,  but  presently 
remarked  in  a  dreary  kind  of  way  that 
she  was  getting  a  little  tired  of  Nice,  and 
should  almost  like  to  go  further  south. 

*'  Shall  we  try  Rome  ?  "  asked  Marcia. 

No,  the  Friiulein  did  not  seem  to  take 
kindly  to  the  notion  of  a  visit  to  the 
Eternal  city. 

So  first  one  place  was  mentioned  and 
then  another,  and  then  another,  each  to 
be  dismissed  in  its  turn,  until  Marcia 
grew  almost  impatient,  and  was  irreverent 
enouo;h  to  suo-g-est  in  one  breath,  Meso- 
potamia,  Midlothian,  Niagara,  Newcastle, 
and  as  an  alternative  either  Camberwell  or 
Constantinople. 

*'  You    seem  to  be  joking,  ]\Iarcia,"'  said 
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the  Fraulein.  "  I  happen  to  be  in  earnest, 
and  have  no  intention  at  present  of  visiting 
Camberwell.  But  I  should  very  much  like 
to  see  Constantinople  before  I  die,  and  we 
can  take  Athens  on  our  way." 

Whenever  the  Fraulein  began  to  talk  of 
her  death  as  being  even  remotely  possible, 
Marcia  s  heart  beo;an  to  soften  at  once. 

"All  right, Fraulein,"  she  answered,  "you 
shall  have  your  own  way,  and  nobody  shall 
dare  to  contradict  you.  Constantinople  if 
you  like,  and  Athens  on  the  way.  Come, 
Miss  Dietz,  I  am  almost  as  tired  of  Nice  as 
you  are,  and  am  almost  beginning  to  like 
a  good  journey  for  its  own  sake.  Besides, 
I  want  to  air  my  Greek." 

Marcia  was  in  earnest,  feeling  really 
disposed  for  a  change.  The  Fraulein  was 
in  earnest  for  reasons  of  her  own.     They 
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were  becoming  by  this  time  ex|)erienced 
travellers,  never  wasting  time,  and  conse- 
quently never  having  to  hurry  themselves. 
They  chose  the  sea  route,  and  before  long 
found  themselves  at  Athens.  The  Friiulein 
had  kept  her  secret  to  herself,  and  Marcia 
never  noticed  the  '  Cecilia '  at  her  moorings 
in  the  harbour. 

As  Norwich  and  Markby  had  given 
themselves  shore  leave,  the  white  ensign 
was  not  flying,  and  the  '  Cecilia,'  except  for 
the  beauty  of  her  lines  to  a  trained  eye, 
looked  as  much  like  any  other  yacht  as 
need  be. 

The  two  ladies  put  up  at  an  hotel,  the 
name  of  which  I  do  not  intend  to  give,  but 
where  French  was  spoken. 

Two  Eiic^lish  ladies  travelling:  without  an 
escort  were  miturally  at  Athens  an  object 
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of  curiosity,  and  the  head-waiter  was  more 
than  usually  condescending  and  attentive. 
He  happened  also  to  be  possessed  of  a 
Maltese  wealth  of  dialects,  speaking  all 
tongues  more  or  less  indiscriminately,  so 
that  Marcia  was  much  impressed  by  his 
civility  and  his  obvious  desire  to  make 
himself  useful. 

He  was  a  Greek,  and  his  name  happened 
to  be  Peter  Clift.  This  at  least  is  as 
nearly  as  I  can  spell  the  name  in  English. 
I  may  add  that  it  was  appropriate,  as 
names  sometimes  are. 

Mr.  Clift  had  soon  ascertained  as  much 
as  he  required  to  know  about  the  two 
English  ladies  and  their  business.  When  his 
evening's  work  was  over  he  went  round  to 
a  wine-shop  in  the  neighbourhood,  where  he 
sat  for  some  time  over  a  glass  of  absinthe, 
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until  at  last  a  man  came  in  whom  somehow 
or  other  he  seemed  to  know. 

The  stranofer,  who  miQ-ht  have  been  a 
peasant  or  countryman  of  any  sort,  took  no 
notice  of  Mr.  Clift,  and  ]\Ir.  Clift  took  no 
notice  of  the  stranger.  The  one  paid  his 
shot,  lit  his  cigarette,  and  walked  out.  The 
other  laid  down  his  paper,  added  a  cognac 
to  the  amount  of  reckoning,  lit  a  cigar,  and 
also  turned  into  the  street.  But  before  Mr. 
Clift  had  gone  four  hundred  yards,  or  indeed 
half  that  distance,  his  shoulder  was  lightly 
tapped,  and  swinging  sharply  round  on  his 
heel,  he  said,  ''  You,  Stephen,  my  king  of 
hunters.     There  is  ixame  about." 

"Indeed,"  was  the  answer.  "The  news 
is  good.  These  butchers  are  extortionate 
thieves.  They  are  as  bad  as  brigands. 
And    game    is    always    in    season,    wliethcr 
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it  be  Italian  roebuck,  French  partridge 
with  its  pretty  red  stockings,  or  English 
pheasant." 

*'  They  are  English  pheasants,"  answered 
Mr.  Clift,  without  the  least  emotion  or 
excitement  in  his  voice.  "A  brace  o'f  hens, 
my  dear  friend.  One  old  and  one  young, 
but  both  in  good  condition.  They  have  been 
talking  all  dinner-time,  in  their  abominable 
tongue,  about  the  country,  and  about  how 
they  meant  to  see  ifc.  I  almost  was  tempted 
to  recommend  them  a  guide,  but  I  am 
afraid,  dear  one,  you  are  too  well  known." 

Both  men  chuckled. 

"How  will  you  let  me  know?"  asked 
the  stranger. 

"The  usual  way,"  replied  Mr.  Clift. 
*'  Leave  things  to  me,  heart  of  my  own, 
and  now  leave  me  to  myself,  for  these  dogs 
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of  Syndics  make  tlie  gas  painfully  trying 
to  my  old  eyes." 

The  other  dropped  behind  at  once  with- 
out a  word,  and  Mr.  Clift  with  an  unmoved 
countenance  made  his  way  back  to  the 
hotel. 

Marcia  and  the  Frllulein  sat  that  night 
in  the  drawing-room  of  the  hotel,  and  dis- 
cussed their  plan  for  the  next  day.  They 
soon  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  first 
thino'  to  be  done  was  to  2:0  a  little  way  out 
into  the  country.  They  could  have  a  fly, 
or  they  could  have  ponies.  They  ended 
by  deciding  on  ponies,  and  as  Mr.  Clift 
happened  to  be  in  attendance  mentioned 
their  wish  to  him. 

Mr.  Clift  would  see  to  everything. 
He  would  recommend  mules  in  preference 
to   ponies,   if   the  ladies  had  no   objection. 
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He  would  also  find  them  a  guide,  who  of 
course  would  need  a  mule  of  his  own.  He 
would  be  most  careful  to  select  a  e^uide 
who  could  be  trusted,  and  who  knew  the 
country  thoroughly.  And  having  got  his 
orders,  Mr.  Clift  set  about  their  execution 
with  a  countenance  absolutely  immoveable. 
The  whole  thing  indeed  would  have  been 
comical  if  it  had  not  also  had  about  it  a 
distinctly  ugly  and  dangerous  side. 

It  is  true  that  your  Greek  brigand  for 
some  years  past  has  not  killed  his  victims, 
or  lopped  off  their  ears  or  fingers  or  noses. 
Practically,  perhaps,  he  is  a  less  dangerous 
ruffian  than  the  London  ga-rotter  or  the 
Liverpool  corner-man.  But  there  is  no 
romance  about  him.  He  is,  to  put  it 
plainly,  a  blackguard  of  the  very  lowest 
type.     And   it   is   horrible   even   to    think 
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of  a  lady  being  for  a  day  or  even  an  hour 
under  the  control  and  at  the  mercy  of  a 
scoundrel  with  as  little  chivalry  in  liim  as 
the  worst  loafer  or  plug-ugly  man  in  the 
foulest  New  York  slums. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Winter  can  be  as  sharp  in  Athens  as 
in  London,  but  as  a  rule  the  Greek 
winter  has  many  more  enjoyable  days 
tban  in  England.  On  this  particular 
mornins;  the  air  was  bracino^,  but  the  sun 
w^as  shining  brightly,  and  the  two  ladies 
started  for  their  day's  trip  in  the  best  of 
spirits. 

The  mules  were  serviceable  beasts,  and 
the  guide,  who  was  also  mounted,  managed 
to  keep  them  going  at  a  brisk  pace. 
Nothing  can  be  more  lovely  than  moun- 
tainous  country  under   a   winter  sun,  and 
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Marcia  and  the  Friiulein  were  exhilarated 
almost  beyond  themselves  by  the  keen  air, 
the  exercise,  and  the  glorious  view,  or,  to 
be  more  exact,  succession  of  views  ;  for  in 
Greece,  as  in  the  Highlands,  new  beauties 
disclose  themselves  at  every  stage  of  your 
journey. 

They  had  gone  some  five  or  six  miles 
when  Marcia  gave  the  order  to  halt  that 
she  might  make  a  rapid  sketch  without 
dismounting.  The  guide  remonstrated 
volubly  in  French,  or  what  did  duty  for 
French.  There  were  beautiful  places  a 
little  further  on ;  only  a  mile  farther  was 
a  place  with  which  the  English  ladies 
would  be  enchanted.  It  was  a  water-fall 
at  the  side  of  the  road.  Painters  came 
from  all  parts  of  the  world  to  see  it.  For 
the   ladies    to    miss    it    would    be    terrible, 
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j)itiable,  unbelievable ;  so  the  sketch-book 
was  shut  and  the  party  proceeded. 

A  little  farther  on  two  roads  meet,  and 
here  seated  on  a  stone  wall  doino;  nothinof 
was  a  ragged-looking  nondescript  lad,  who 
might  have  been  a  shepherd  boy  or  might 
have  been  a  bes^o-ar.  He  was  of  no  de- 
scribable  nationality,  and  had  with  him  a 
dog,  as  mongrel  as  himself.  Marcia  good- 
naturedly  threw  him  some  small  coins,  which 
he  picked  up  and  acknowledged  with  his 
white  teeth  and  with  much  gesticulation. 

The  guide  apparently  had  some  question 
to  ask  him  about  the  state  of  the  road, 
which  took  a  few  minutes.  Then  they  went 
on,  and  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further 
saw  before  them  a  mountain  stream  with 
heather  on  its  banks  crossed  by  a  small 
stone  bridge. 
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Marcia  and    lier  friend  were  about  half- 
way over    the    bridge,  and    the    guide   was 
just  approaching  it,  when  two  ill-clad  men 
emerged   from  under  the  first   arch,  which 
was   dry.      They    might    have    been    goat- 
herds or  peasants   or  beggars.     They  were 
as  nondescript    as  the  English  tramp,  and 
as  generally  dirty.     Nor  was  it  remarkable 
that  each  of  them  should   have  a  knife  in 
his  belt,  and  each  a  fowling-piece  slung  on 
his    shoulder.       What    was  remarkable  was 
that  they  had  apparently  been  waiting  fur 
the  travellers,  and  came  straight  for  them. 
Of  course  Marcia  and  the  Friiulein  drew 
rein.      The    guide   did    the    same,  and    the 
two    strangers    entered    into   colloquy    with 
him.       It     was     strictly     and     literally     a 
colloquy,   for  all  three   talked  at   once  and 
began   to  gesticulate  violently. 
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"  What  is  the  matter,  my  dear  ? "  asked 
the  Fraulein. 

*•'  I  don't  know,"  said  Marcia.  "  But  it's 
not  pleasant."  So  they  sat  and  waited, 
and  the  colloquy  continued. 

After  about  ten  minutes  of  apparent 
dispute  the  guide  dismounted  and  came 
up  to  Marcia,  bearing  on  his  countenance 
and  in  his  w^hole  manner  obvious  signs 
of  the  most  extreme  dejection.  The  men, 
he  explained,  insisted  that  the  ladies  were 
trespassing.  They  also  declared  that  the 
ladies  were  spies,  and.  they  threatened  his 
life,  but  had  promised  to  do  him  no  harm 
if  he  would  go  back  to  Athens  and  tell  the 
ladies'  friends.  The  ladies  need  not  be 
afraid.  It  was  only  a  matter  of  a  day, 
perhaps  less.     Had  he  not  better  go  back  ? 

What  was  to  be  done  ?       It  was  mani- 
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festly  impossible  to  keep  the  guide 
against  liis  will.  It  was  equally  im- 
possible for  Marcia  and  the  Friiulein  to 
make  any  show  of  resistance.  They  tried 
expostulation  wdtli  the  guide,  but  it  was 
quite  useless.  In  fact  he  intimated  plainly 
that  he  had  asked  for  permission  to 
return  out  of  politeness,  but  that  if  it 
were  not  o-iven  he  should  save  trouble  and 
waste  of  time  by  going  back  without  it. 

Marcia  explained  that  they  had  watches 
with  them,  and  that  surely  if  tliey  left 
them,  or  a  chain,  or  a  ring,  that  would  be 
enough.  They  had  done  no  possible 
damage,  and  if  they  had,  the  Consul  at 
Athens  could  put  everything  right. 

The    mention    of    the     Consul     did     not 

seem     to     mend     matters,     for     the    guide 

turned      round     and      rejoined     the     two 
VOL.  III.  G 
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strangers.  Then  after  exchanging  a  few 
polite  com]3liments  witli  them  in  an 
undertone  he  mounted  his  mule,  turned 
its  head  round,  and  deliberately  trotted 
away  in  the  direction  of  the  city. 

Tlie  men  now  came  up,  and  each  seized 
a  bridle  of  each  mule,  the  one  that  led 
Marcia's  beast  proceeding  some  twenty 
yards  in  advance,  so  that  it  was  impossible 
for  a  word  to  be  exchanged.  Presently  a 
bye-road  struck  off  from  the  main  track. 
They  turned  into  this,  and  made  their  way 
along  it  at  a  slow  pace,  for  it  was  little 
better  than  a  sheep-path.  It  was  cold 
and  chilly,  the  mountains  were  already 
hidden  in  mist,  a  thick  fog-  be^an  to  rise 
from  the  low  ground,  and  it  soon  became 
to  all  intents  and  purposes  dark. 

The   men,    however,    must    have   known 
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their  way,  for  tliey  proceeded  without 
hesitation  where  the  unexperienced  eye 
could   not  have  discerned  a  track. 

At  last  in  the  distance  a  lisfht  showed 
itself  twinkling  from  a  window.  As  they 
drew  nearer  a  stone  hut  was  apparent — • 
much  such  a  hut  as  those  you  can  find 
scattered  on  the  moors  amons;  the  Enoflish 
shires.  At  the  door  of  this  shanty  the  two 
ladies  were  signalled  to  dismount. 

Inside,  the  hut  consisted  of  but  one 
room,  boasting  no  chimney,  and  only  one 
sm-all  window.  It  was  roughly  paved 
with  laroje  fragments  of  stone.  In  one 
corner  was  a  fire  of  peat  or  turf,  a  rough 
bench,  a  table,  and  on  a  shelf  against  the 
wall  a  few  rude  articles  of  cookery,  a  tin 
saucepan,  a  coffee-pot,  and  a  few  plates 
and    knives    and    forks.     On   another  shelf 
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was  bread,  a  liam,  some  bottles  and  fiasks, 
and  other  such  odds  and  ends.  There  was 
also  a  large  pitcher  of  water. 

Here  and  there  against  the  wall  nails 
and  pegs  had  been  driven  into  the  mortar. 
From  these  hung  stray  articles  of  saddlery 
and  clothing,  odd  pieces  of  rope,  and  other 
such  lumber.  The  only  other  article  of 
furniture  remaining  visible  was  a  chest  with 
a  padlock. 

And  yet  the  place  was  not  wholly 
devoid  of  decoration.  An  almanack  had 
been  somehow  fastened  agjainst  one  of  the 
walls,  and  in  another  place  hung  one  of 
those  strange  works  of  art,  neither  picture 
nor  bas-relief,  by  the  use  of  which  the  Greek 
Church  technically  escapes  the  worship  of 
images.  Below  this,  again,  hung  a  small 
coarse  rosary. 
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The  further  end  of  the  room  was 
divided  off  by  a  curtain  of  old  drugget. 
This  one  of  their  captors  drew  back,  and 
pointed  to  what  did  duty  for  a  bed-room. 
There  were  a  couple  of  crazy  iron  bed- 
steads, each  with  a  paillasse  and  a  large 
blanket.  Beyond  this  the  place  was  bare. 
The  light  which  they  had  seen  had  pro- 
ceeded partly  from  the  fire  and  partly 
from  a  miserable  lamp  also  stuck  against 
the  wall  of  the  lari:>:er  chamber. 

One  of  the  two  men  effectually  closed 
the  door  by  buttressing  it  with  a  beam, 
for  it  had  neither  lock  nor  bolt.  Then 
he  took  down  one  of  the  flasks  and  a 
rough  drinking-vessel.  He  pulled  out 
the  little  plug  of  wool,  deftly  jerked 
away  the  few  drops  of  oil  in  the  neck, 
and    poured     himself    out    about    half   the 


86  A  Lucky  Young  Woman. 


contents  of  the  bottle.  This  allowance  he 
finished  at  a  draught,  tapped  himself  on 
the  chest  to  indicate  that  the  liquor  was 
harmless,  and  in  fact  did  him  good,  and 
then  with  the  greatest  politeness  handed 
the  flask  and  the  drinking-vessel  to  the 
ladies,  hospitably  indicating  the  more  solid 
resources  of  the  larder  by  a  wave  of  his 
hand. 

"  He  was  the  very  mildest-mannered  man 
That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  throat." 

It  was  useless  for  Marcia  and  her  com- 
panion to  weep.  It  was  equally  out  of  the 
question  to  laugh.  The  matter  had  long 
passed  beyond  a  joke. 

"  The  only  thing  to  do,  my  dear,"  said 
Marcia,  *'  is  to  make  the  best  of  it.  We 
can't  show  fight,  and  we  can't  escape,  and 
we  should  never  get  back  if  we  tried.     All 
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we  must  do  is  to  possess  our  souls  in 
patience." 

Acting  upon  this  excellent  advice,  the 
two  ladies  who  were  really  hungry  made 
the  best  of  a  bad  job.  The  wine,  of  which 
they  did  not  know  the  name,  was,  I  may 
mention,  Barolo.  It  is  a  coarse,  vigorous 
kind  of  Burgundy,  and  some  people  like  it. 
The  bread  was  fresh,  and  fairly  good.  The 
cheese  was  of  goat's  milk,  with  a  flavour 
of  heather  in  it.  They  eat  their  meal  in 
silence,  while  their  janitors  made  their  own 
preparations  for  the  night,  dragging  out 
from  a  corner  some  ruinous  sacks,  appar- 
ently stuffed  with  straw,  and  arranging 
them  before  the  fire. 

Then,  as  Marcia  and  the  Friiulein  with- 
drew behind  the  curtain  and  closed  it  after 
them,    the    two    vagabonds     found     their 
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toDgues  and  began  to  chatter  volubly  and 
energetically. 

It  was  but  a  broken  sleep  that  fell  to 
our  friends'  lot,  although  they  were  wearied 
beyond  endurance.  The  surroundings  were 
filthy  and  repulsive.  The  warmth  of  the 
fire  called  into  existence  a  fearful  com- 
bination of  evil  odours.  The  only  comfort 
was  in  the  flicker  of  the  fire,  and  in  the 
feeling  that  for  some  hours  at  any  rate  they 
were  in  no  immediate  danger. 

"We  shall  be  sure  to  be  rescued  some- 
how, my  dear,"  said  the  Fraulein  cheerfully, 
thinkinor  of  Lord  Norwich,  but  not  daring 
to  tell  Marcia  of  her  pious  ruse. 

"  I  hope  so,"  replied  Marcia.  "But  I 
do  not  exactly  see  how."  And  then  nature 
asserted  herself,  and  little  by  little  the  two 
women  fell  asleep. 
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Meantime  there  was  much  going  on  in 
Athens.  Of  course  when  the  ladies  did  not 
reappear  all  kinds  of  rumours  put  afloat. 
For  an  ordinary  Italian,  even  a  Neapolitan 
is  a  mere  novice  at  gossip,  rumours,  and 
surmises  compared  with  these  descendants 
of  Homer's  heroes. 

The  extraordinary  thing  was  that  no- 
body seemed  to  be  very  much  disquieted. 
General  opinion  in  wine-sbops  and  else- 
where induced  to  the  belief  that  the 
unfortunate  English  ladies  must  have  lost 
their  way  in  the  fog.  This  comfortable 
view  of  the  matter  was  dispelled  by 
the  appearance  of  the  guide  without  his 
charges. 

The  guide  had  nothing  to  say  at  the 
corner  of  the  street  or  in  the  wine-shops, 
nor  could    any  persuasions    induce    liini    to 
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let  out  what  had  happened.  He  contented 
himself  when  asked  what  he  knew  w^ith 
an  emphatic  "  den  !  den  !  den  !  "  and  there- 
with disappeared  into  the  hotel. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

Once  inside  the  hotel  so  many  questions 
were  put  to  the  unhappy  guide,  and  he 
himself  was  still  so  confused  and  terrified 
by  the  events  of  the  day,  that  it  was 
extremely  difficult  to  ascertain  exactly  what 
had  happened  beyond  the  fact  that  the 
ladies  were  detained,  and  that  a  ransom  was 
demanded  for  them. 

The  guide's  agitation  confused  the  j^h'^cs 
and  the  circumstances,  and  multiplied  the 
number  of  the  brigands  so  that  tliey 
grew  like  those  of  FalstafF's  cohort  of  men 
iu    buckram.       The    man    seemed    to    be 
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thoroughly  scared  out  of  his  wits.  Even 
the  landlord  could  extract  nothing:  definite 
from  the  fellow,  and  accordingly  handed 
him  over  to  Mr.  Clift,  with  instructions  to 
administer  to  him  moderate  rations  of  meat 
and  drink,  and  to  report  the  recovery  of  his 
senses  as  soon  as  that  event  might  occur.^ 
This  duty  the  worthy  Clift  undertooi^  with 
a  face  sufficiently  showing  that  he  fully 
grasped  the  situation  in  all  its  gravity. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Lord  Norwich 
and  his  friend  Captain  Markby  having  made 
a  more  than  usually  good  bag  of  snipe  and 
curlew,  and  having  also  done  justice  to  an 
English  dinner  of  beefsteak  and  onions,  were 
seated  smoking  under  the  verandah  of  their 
restaurant,  Markby  with  a  sturdy  w^ooden 
pipe,  his  constant  companion  on  shooting 
expeditions,  and  Norwich  with  a  cigarette. 
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Presently  they  became  aware  that  some- 
thing had  occurred.  People  were  talking 
sagely  together  in  knots ;  there  was  a 
general  appearance  of  lively  interest,  not  to 
say  excitement,  and  ragged  newsboys  were 
yelling  out  evening  editions  of  the  Lam'p  of 
.the  Acropolis,  tlie  Salaminian  Star,  and  of 
that  most  respectable  journal  the  Alhenian 
Sentinel, 

Out  of  mere  curiosity  Markby  invested 
a  few  pieces  of  copper,  and  turned  oue  of 
the  papers  over.  Something  in  it  seemed 
to  strike  him,  for  he  hastily  put  it  down 
and  looked  to  see  if  it  was  confirmed  by  the 
others.  Then  he  folded  all  the  journals  up 
together  and  fouud  words. 

"  You  do  not  speak  Pvomaic,  Norwich  ? " 

"  You  know  1  don't,  nor  read  it." 

"  Well  then,  just  listen.     It  seems  to  me 
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there  has  been  some  mischief.  It  is  not 
serious  as  yet,  but  it  may  become  so.  I 
know  these  scoundrels,  cowards,  and  thieves 
to  the  backbones,  every  mothers  son  of 
them.  Now  it  seems  that  a  gang  of  bhick- 
guards  a  little  outside  the  city  have  actually 
had  the  impudence  to  get  hold  of  a  couple 
of  English  ladies  and  to  demand  a  ransom 
for  them  with  all  manner  of  threats." 

Lord  Norwich  sprang  from  his  chair  and 
from  mere  instinct  clutched  at  the  papers. 
As  soon  as  the  type  met  his  eye  he  threw 
them  aside. 

''What  is  it?"  he  almost  shouted  to 
Markby.     "Tell  me  at  once." 

"  Come  with  me,"  was  the  answer,  "  and 
I  will." 

The  two  men  walked  away  slowly  down 
the  street,  and  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 
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I  had  better  give  what  Markby  had  to  say 
as  nearly  as  may  be,  and  not  disturb  its 
current  with  the  interruptions  of  his  com- 
panion. 

First  of  all  Markby  briefly  explained  the 
situation,  and  added  that  the  story  was  no 
doubt  true.  He  did  not  think  that  there 
was  any  cause  for  serious  alarm.  Obviously, 
however,  something  must  be  done  at  once. 
As  a  matter  of  public  duty  he  was  strongly 
opposed  to  paying  black  mail.  On  the 
other  hand,  he  had  not  the  remotest  con- 
fidence in  any  Greek  official  whatever.  The 
police  and  the  g(nidarmes  themselves  were 
in  all  human  probability  in  league  with  the 
robbers. 

"  I  think,  Norwich,"  said  he,  "  tliat  we 
may  as  well  pull  this  little  matter  through 
fur  ourselves.     I  am  sure  you  would  like  to 
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play  Perseus  yourself,  and  I  should  enjoy 
the  fun.  These  fellows  are  arrant  curs,  and 
I  vote  that  you  and  I  settle  the  business 
in  our  own  w^ay.  First  of  all,  let  me  make 
inquiries.  Meantime  you  go  down  to  the 
yacht.  Now  listen,  and  hear  what  you  are 
to  bring  back.  In  the  first  place,  I  want 
our  second  officer,  who  is  a  cool  hand  and 
can  be  trusted.  We  must  have  a  rifle  each, 
and  say  three  dozen  cartridges.  Bring  my 
double  barrel — the  old  African  one — and  a 
dozen  buckshot  cartridg^es  for  the  smooth 
barrel.  You  had  better  also  let  Harrison 
bring  a  revolver  for  each  of  us,  and  tell  him 
to  ram  some  cartridges  into  his  pocket.  I 
will  look  out  for  horses.  You  be  as  quick 
as  you  can,  and  meet  me  here.  If  I  am  not 
here  wait  till  I  come. 

By  the  time  that  Markby  had  got  horses. 
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Norwich  and  Harrison  had  made  their 
appearance.  Then  Harrison  was  left  in 
cbarofe  of  the  beasl-s  and  bag^ofaore,  while 
Norwich  and  Markby  proceeded  to  the 
hotel,  at  which,  according  to  the  papers, 
the  English  ladies  had  been  staying.  Here 
Markby  went  in  alone  and  saw  the  landlord. 
The  interview  was  not  a  long  one,  but 
Markby  returned  from  it  with  a  strange 
expression  on  his  features.  If  you  had 
known  him  you  could  have  read  in  tbem 
intense  interest  and  anxiety,  together  with 
a  very  resolute  determination  to  carry 
throudi    to   the   end   the   business    he    had 

o 

got  in  hand.      If  you  had  not  known  him, 

you  would  merely  have  put  him  down  for 

an    Englishman    somewhat    out    of    temper 

and  correspondingly  aggressive. 

Markby  drew  Norwich  on  one  side. 
VOL.  III.  H 
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"  Has  the  Miss  Conyers  of  whom  you  told 
me  a  German  lady,  a  friend  of  hers  ?  " 

''Yes,  Friiuiein  Dietz.  Good  heavens, 
man,   why  ? " 

"  Because,"  answered  Markby  very  quietly, 
*'  it  is  Miss  Conyers  and  Miss  Dietz,  and 
no  one  else,  whom  these  scoundrels  have 
got." 

Norwich  turned  pale,  and  for  a  moment 
staggered  as  if  he  had  been  struck  a  heavy 
blow.  Then  recovering  himself,  he  asked 
hoarsely,  as  if  there  might  still  be  room 
for  doubt,  "Are  you  quite  sure?" 

Markby  nodded.  "  Say  nothing,  my  dear 
fellows  We  will  save  them,  or  rather  you 
shall  pull  this  matter  through  yourself. 
Just  let  us  have  five  minutes  for  a  council 
of  war."  And  the  two  men  turned  away 
down  the  street. 
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"First,"  said  Markby,  "there  are  three 
of  us.  There  will  certainly  not  be  half-a- 
dozen  of  these  blackguards.  Possibly  fewer, 
for  they  cannot  trust  one  another,  and  w^e 
three  arc  more  than  a  match  for  them ; 
better  armed,  stronger,  and  w^ith  nothing 
to  fear.  The  scoundrel  of  a  guide  must 
l)e  our  fourth,  and  for  him  I  have  got 
everything  ready.  I  have  given  him  a 
revolver  lent  me  by  the  landlord,  which 
he  has  loaded  himself,  and  of  which  he  is 
very  proud.  As  we  do  not  want  his 
assistance,  and  as  I  do  not  trust  him,  I 
have  taken  means  of  my  own  to  render 
the  instrument  perfectly  harmless.  I  have 
told  him  we  are  ready  to  pay  the  ransom 
that  is  demanded,  and  have  shown  him 
gold  and  notes  iu  a  belt  round  my  waist. 
It  would  be  odd,  wouldn't  it,  if  the  pieces 

H  2 
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were  to  stop  a  lialf-spent  bullet  ?  I  have 
known  them  to  do  so  before  now.  "We 
are  to  start  an  hour  before  daybreak.  And 
that's  all." 

"Why  delay  an  instant?  Why  not  start 
at  once,"  broke  out  Norwich  impatiently. 

"No  good.  Only  lose  our  way  in  the 
dark  and  fog,  and  ride  our  horses  off  their 
legs  iuto  the  bargain.  No,  my  boy,  lie 
down  and  sleep,  if  you  can.  Don't  smoke 
and  don't  drink,  you  must  keep  your  eye 
in.  If  you  want  anything,  and  have  given 
up  the  idea  of  sleep,  try  coffee  and  a  biscuit. 
I  myself  shall  sleep  till  bugle-call." 

They  first  after  this  went  round  to  see 
Harrison  and  the  horses.  Now  there  are 
more  ways  than  one  in  which  a  horse 
can  be  got  at.  Some  of  them  are  known 
to  jockeys  and  racing  touts,  most  of  them 
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to  gypsies,  and  all  of  them,  so  I  firmly 
believe,  to  Greeks,  from  a  dose  of  shot  or 
an  untimely  bucket  of  water  to  a  ligature 
round  the  fetlock,  or  a  small  nail  hammered 
in  between  the  frog  and  the  hoof.  The 
horses,  however,  proved  to  be  all  right, 
and  Markby  completed  the  arrangements 
by  looking  himself  all  over  the  stable  in 
which  the  beasts  were  lodged  for  the  night, 
and  in  which,  for  better  security,  Harrison 
slept  in  charge,  in  a  rickety  but  large  and 
comfortable  chair. 

Norwich  was  sufficiently  worn  out  with 
excitement  to  fall  asleep  upon  the  sofa. 
]\Iarkby  sat  down  in  an  easy  chair  and 
lit  his  pipe. 

"A  little  tobacco,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"and  a  suspicion  of  cognac  and  water,  will 
do   just  as  well  for  me  as  any  amount  of 
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sleep.  The  boy  will  be  better  for  sleep  if 
he  gets  it.  I  don't  think  I  ever  felt  fitter 
in  my  life.  Gad,  how  I  wish  I  had  got  one 
or  two  of  my  old  men  with  me.  However, 
there  will  probably  not  be  a  shot  fired. 
If  there  is,  we  must  manage  to  drop  our 
first  man.  I'll  bet  the  others  w^on't  stop 
to  pick  him  up." 

And  with  these  reflections,  somewhat 
singular  for  so  warm-hearted  a  man,  Markby 
indulged  in  the  luxury  of  a  dog-sleep,  with 
one  eye  always  more  or  less  open. 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         103 


CHAPTER   VIII. 

It  was  an  early  start  in  the  morning. 
Mists  were  hanging  over  everything — over 
the  peaks  of  the  hills,  over  the  roofs  of  the 
houses,  over  the  yards  and  rigging  of  the 
vessels  in  the  harbour.  It  was  what  Scotch- 
men term  a  soft  day. 

Markby,  after  a  critical  look  round,  ex- 
tracted from  his  baggage  waterproof  cases 
for  his  locks,  and  handed  a  sufficient  supply 
to  his  companion.  When  it  is  man  to  man 
and  life  for  life,  a  waterproof  over  your 
lock  may  make  all  the  difference,  if  you 
have  a  long  journey  to  ride. 
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Some  four  miles  out  of  the  city  the  guide 
took  it  upon  himself  to  stop  the  party. 

"We  are  nearly  there,"  he  said,  "and  I 
can  manag^e  the  matter  in  a  moment." 

Markby  looked  at  him  and  laughed. 
"If  we  are  nearly  there,"  said  this  old 
stacker,  "  we  can  manao;e  the  matter  when 
we  get  there.  Meantime  if  you  have  any 
nonsense  I  will  blow  your  brains  out.  You 
may  consider  yourself  my  prisoner.  If  you 
stop  your  beast,  or  dare  to  get  out  of 
your  saddle,  I  will  bowl  you  over  like  a 
partridge." 

Now  this  was  turning  the  tables  with  a 
vengeance,  and  the  guide  began  at  once  to 
chatter  in  Romaic,  continuing  his  allocution 
for  several  minutes.  When  he  had  finished, 
Markby  looked  at  him  again  and  nodded,  as 
if  to  say,  "  I  understand  you."     Then  each 
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man  for  a  few  seconds  took  the  measure  of 
the  other.  After  this  comparison  of  forces 
the  guide  kept  his  opinion  to  himself  and 
went  on. 

At  last  they  reached  a  place  utterly 
desolate,  w^here  four  roads  met,  and  here 
oddly  enough  was  a  young  Greek  sitting 
upon  a  wall  by  the  roadside.  It  would 
really  have  seemed  that  there  is  nothing  to 
do  in  Greece  but  to  build  walls  and  then 
to  sit  upon  them. 

Markby,  however,  knew  what  was  meant 
by  the  apparition  of  this  shrimp  of  a  boy. 
Evidently  he  was  nothing  more  than  a 
vedette.  So  the  veteran  o-ive  him  a  broad 
piece  of  silver  for  himself,  and  a  second 
coin  of  similar  value  to  show  to  the  hioher 

o 

powers  in  case  the  first  might  be  lost  by 
accident. 
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The  boy  was  a  true  Greek.  He  would 
have  sold  the  remains  of  his  own  mother 
for  what  they  might  fetch  for  any  pur- 
pose, and  have  boiled  down  her  bones  for 
glue. 

There  is  a  vulgar  phrase  in  the  English 
language  which  I  mean  to  use.  This  young 
descendant  of  the  companions  of  Pericles 
tumbled  to  the  situation.  Taking  in  the 
cortege  wdth  a  critical  eye,  he  held  up  three 
fingers  and  then  winked.  Then  with  a 
look  at  the  guide  as  sharp  as  a  flash  of 
lightning,  he  held  up  his  hand  with  the 
little  finwr  and  the  thumb  doubled  down. 

]\Iarkby  grinned,  and  again  threw^  the 
little  scoundrel  some  silver.  Thereupon, 
the  pieces  having  been  picked  up,  the 
young  Greek  prudently  went  to  the 
rear.     I    do    not   know   the    exact    Komaic 
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equivalent  for  "larks  ahead,"  else  I  should 
give  it. 

Five  minutes  further  on  and  a  Greek 
slung  himself  over  a  hedge  by  the  side  of 
the  road,  and  pointed  a  matchlock  which 
might  have  dated  from  the  days  of  the 
Peloponnesian  war.  Markby  at  once 
covered  him  with  his  revolver. 

Now  business  began.  Markby  threw 
himself  from  his  horse,  Norwich  did  the 
same.  Harrison  without  hesitation  followed 
the  example  of  his  master.  The  three  men 
stood  together.  They  can  hardly  be  called 
a  little  English  square,  because  at  the  best 
they  only  constituted  a  triangle.  It  was  a 
critical  moment,  but  ]\Iarkby  solved  the 
difficulty.  He  drew  his  revolver,  calmly 
picked  out  a  large  stone  and  lot  fly  at  it. 
Fra<]:ments  of  fj^ranitc  flew  to  rii2:ht  and  left, 
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and  a  splash  of  lead  remained  plastered 
upon  the  stone  itself. 

Having  thus  expressed  his  opinion, 
Markhy  reloaded  the  vacant  chamber. 

The  sound  of  fire-arms  seemed  to  produce 
a  considerable  effect.  One  dirty  and  ill- 
clad  Greek  displayed  a  fraction  of  his  head 
from  behind  a  thorn-bush.  Another  had 
apparently  been  hiding  behind  a  heap  of 
stones ;  another  was,  of  course,  a  harmless 
labourer,  with  a  weajDon  over  his  shoulder 
that  seemed  like  nothing  so  much  as  an 
old  hay-scythe  at  the  end  of  a  clothes-prop. 
The  sight  of  this  formidable  instrument 
seemed  to  amuse  Markby  and  reassure 
him. 

^'All  in  safety,  go  ahead!"  he  roared 
out  to  Norwich.  "  Barkers  ready,  and  right 
we  are." 
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At  this  moment,  although  they  had  not 
noticed  it,  they  were  at  the  very  door  of 
the  shanty. 

''  Here  we  are,  for  a  tenner ! "  cried 
Markby.  Nor  did  he  wait  to  knock  at  the 
door.      It  was  locked  or  otherwise  barred. 

Now  there  are  two  ways  of  bursting  open 
a  door  that  is  shut  against  you.  One  is 
to  lean  your  back  against  it  and  trust  to 
vour  weisfht.  This  is  foolish,  because  if 
the  door  gives  way  you  tumble  inwards 
upon  the  top  of  it,  and  are  at  once  at  the 
mercy  of  the  fortress,  with  your  head 
within  their  direct  reach  to  be  kicked  at 
or  otherwise  dealt  with.  Another  way  is 
to  draw  back  a  few  paces,  run  at  the  door 
with  your  whole  weight,  and  tlien  in  foot- 
ball fashion  drive  the  sole  of  your  right 
foot   aiiainst   the    lock    of   the    door,   usinij 
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your  right  leg  as  if  it  were  a  battering-ram. 
This  method  Markby  used.  He  brought 
down  the  door  and  with  it  the  door-post. 

Then  ensued  a  more  or  less  free  fight. 
It  is  difficult  to  tell  what  is  oroino:  on 
when  bullets  are  flying.  Nor  are  bullets 
absolutely  necessary.  For  a  boy  with  an 
old  fowling-piece  and  a  handful  of  shot  may 
hit  you  in  the  face  or  in  the  thigh,  and 
at  once  put  you  liors  de  comhaf.  Then,  too, 
there  is  the  smoke,  and  the  report  as  each 
weapon  is  discharged. 

"  It  has  a  sharp,  short  sound  upon  the  ear, 
That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 
That  the  next  minute  brings  its  sight  to  bear 
Upon  your  person,  at  twelve  yards  or  so." 

But  as  a  mere  matter  of  fact,  Norwich, 
whose  blood  was  now  thoroughly  up,  was 
as   reckless   as   if    he    had    been    headins: 
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a  charge  at  football.  Markby,  calm  and 
Avise,  reflected  that  every  bullet  has 
its  billet.  In  a  certain  way  he  was  a 
fatalist,  and  he  was  quite  easy  in  his  own 
mind  as  to  the  result  of  what  he  would 
have  termed  the  row,  being  perfectly  sure 
that  there  was  a  better  fate  in  store  for 
him  than  to  be  shot  like  a  fox  in  a  grip, 
by  a  Greek  footway-pad. 

As  he  forced  his  way  into  the  little  den 
he  drew  himself  up  and  covered  the  door. 
This  was  kind  of  him,  and  it  was  the  sort 
of  grace  that  sits  well  upon  men  past  their 
prime.  He  wished  to  give  Norwich  the 
whole  credit  of  entering  first. 

The  next  minute  Norwich  and  i\larcia 
Avere  face  to  fiice.  If  I  told  this  story  in 
the  ordinary  way  I  should  say  that  they 
were  locked  in  each  other's  arms.     Nothinir 
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of  the  sort  happened.  Lord  Norwich  did 
not  even  hoLi  out  his  right  hand. 

"  Here  we  are,  Miss  Conyers ! "  he  shouted 
out.  "Here  we  are,  Fraulein  ;  God  bless 
you  !  Old  Xavier's  up  behind  me.  Don't 
worry.  Out  we  are  in  a  minute.  Out  into 
the  open  air  both  of  you,"  and  he  added 
some  very  vulgar  remarks  reflecting  upon 
the  flavour  of  the  cottage  as  it  met  his 
unaccustomed  nostrils.  "  These  ruffians 
have  all  cut  and  run,"  he  went  on, 
"  except  one  that  my  old  friend  has 
grassed." 

In  a  moment  the  two  women  were  in 
the  road.  Markby  and  Norwich  were  with 
them.  Harrison  w^as  at  a  respectful  dis- 
tance, and  the  guide,  in  obvious  terror  of 
his  life,  at  a  good  distance  behind  Harrison. 

A    battle    over,   you   must    count    your 
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forces.  The  company  closed  up  and  mus- 
tered as  follows  : — 

Nor^Yich,  ]\larkby,  and  Harrison  were  all 
well  armed,  and  fit  for  further  fight.  These 
w^re  the  convoy. 

Next  came  Marcia  and  the  Frilulein, 
and  last  was  the  guide,  wdio  apparently 
expected  to  be  shot  somehow  before  the 
day  w^as  over,  being  by  this  time  worse 
than  useless,  and  indeed  an  imbecile  in- 
cumbrance. 

Marcia  and    the   Friiulein  were  somehow 

mounted.     It  is  a  difhcult  matter  to  mount 

a  lady  unless  you   have  a  side-saddle.     It 

is  also  a  dangerous  matter,  for,  without  a 

back-crutch    to    assist    her,    she    may    fall 

over  upon   the   back    of   her  head,  and   in 

fact  kill  herself.      It  is  no  part  of  my  duty 

to  explain  in  detail   how  I\Iarcia  and  Miss 
VOL.  III.  I 
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Dietz  managed  without  the  articles  in 
question  ;  but  as  Markby  observed,  "  When 
you  have  not  got  a  thing,  and  cannot 
possibly  get  it,  it  is  not  at  all  difficult  to 
go  without  it." 

The  guide  took  a  horse  to  himself  and 
led  another.  Harrison  stalked  ahead  in 
order  to  warn  the  party  of  the  approach 
of  danger.  Markby  and  Norwich  ought  to 
have  acted  as  a  rear-guard,  but  before  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  had  been  covered,  Markby 
was  chattino;  to  Miss  Dietz  about  the 
cottage  and  everything  in  it,  and  about 
everything  else,  while  Norwich  was  walking 
along  by  Marcia's   side. 

Now  or  never  was  the  chance  for  a  lover. 
The  Frenchmen  of  romance  would  have  pro- 
duced a  reserve  pistol,  and  have  threatened 
terrible  thino;s  to  himself.    A  German  would 
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probably  have  quoted  Goethe.  Lord  Nor- 
wich instead  of  catching  at  his  opportunity 
talked  about  the  weather.  This,  of  course, 
proves  up  to  the  hilt  that  he  was  a  stupid 
Englishman.  This  is  exactly  what  he  was. 
And  the  wide  world  at  large  would  be  a 
good  deal  better  with  a  larger  allowance  of 
such  stupid  young  Englishnaen  let  loose 
upon  it. 

All  this  may  seem  dull  and  prosaic.  But 
there  was  much  of  poetry  in  it  notwith- 
standinor.  When  the  cavalcade  got  into 
Athens,  and  the  ladies  wxre  left  at  the  door 
of  their  hotel,  Markby  and  Norwich  turned 
off  upon  their  heels. 

"  I  want,"  said  Markby,  "  to  get  the  dust 
out  of  my  throat."  When  Marcia  and  the 
Friiulein  were  alone  in  their  rooms,  the 
Friiulein,  pending  the  arrival  of  hot  water, 

I  2 
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plumped  herself  down  into  a  chair  and  made 
a  remark. 

"My  dear,"  she  said,  "I  think  you  have 
been  a  fool  long  enough,  and  now  that  our 
throats  have  not  been  cut,  it  is  high  time 
you  mended  your  w^ays.  As  for  that  dear 
Captain  Markby,  if  I  can  get  him  alone  in  a 
corner  and  quite  in  the  dark,  I  shall  kiss 
him.  I'm  an  old  woman,  and  it  won't  do 
him  any  harm." 

Marcia  threw  herself  into  a  chair  and 
burst  out  crying.  If  I  were  her  enemy  and 
were  spiteful  I  should  say  that  she  howded. 
There  are  so  many  phrases  by  wdnch  it 
is  possible  to  describe  the  ever- varying 
fluctuations  of  the  female  mind. 

Fraulein  Dietz  took  the  effusion  on  the 
part  of  her  young  friend  with  extraordinary 
stolidity.     In    fact    the    Fraulein   actually 
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smiled.  '*  Apres  Voragc^^  slie  said  to  her- 
self, "  vient  TcfeT  And  then  she  took  her 
cup  of  tea  like  a  sensible  woman  as  she 
was. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Having  left  the  ladies,  Norwich  and 
Markby  turned  towards  the  harbour,  having 
sent  Harrison  on  ahead  to  see  to  the  boat. 
About  half-way  Norwich  staggered  for  a 
moment,  and  clutched  at  Markby 's  arm. 
Markby  instinctively  caught  hold   of  him. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

''  I  don't  know.     I  want  to  sit  down." 

There  was  a  cafe  close  by,  and  Markby, 
taking  things  into  his  own  hands,  hurried 
Norwich  into  it.  Norwich,  reaching  a  divan, 
sat  down.     Then  he  lay  down  at  full  length. 
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"  My  right  arm  is  gone,"  he  said.  "  I 
fancied   as  much  at  the  moment." 

"  Good  Heavens  !  Why  have  you  said 
nothing;  about  it  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  want  to  worry  Miss  Conyers," 
he  answered. 

And  indeed  it  was  now  evident  that  his 
right  arm  was  helpless. 

"  I  felt  something,"  he  explained,  "  at  the 
time,  in  the  middle  of  all  the  row,  as  if  I 
had  knocked  my  elbow,  but  it  was  only  for 
a  moment.  Now  I  am  pretty  sure  I  have 
been  hit.  There  is  a  lot  of  pain,  and  it's 
o^ettino:  stiff." 

Markby,  cool  as  ever,  at  once  sent  for  the 
proprietor  of  the  caff^,  and  ordered  him  to 
send  out  forthwith  for  an  English  surgeon, 
or  fante  de  micux  a  French.  Theu  he 
busied  himself  with  the  patient. 
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"  Right  you  are,  my  clear  boy.  Broken 
arm  it  is,  at  the  worst.  Mademoiselle, 
scissors,  please."  With  them  he  cut  off  the 
sleeve  of  the  right  arm  immediately  below 
the  shoulder  and  laid  the  limb  bare.  "  Ugly 
wound,"  he  thought  to  himself.  "  Round 
bullet  luckily,"  he  said,  "  not  conical.  Gone 
ia  just  above  the  wrist.  Wrist  is  safe, 
anyhow.  Gone  right  through  the  muscle 
up  into  the  biceps.  Lucky  for  you  that 
you  have  a  good  muscle  for  a  bullet  to 
corkscrew  through,  else  you  would  have 
had  a  stiff  elbow  for  the  remainder  of  your 
days  ;  perhaps  have  had  inflammation  and 
lost  your  arm.     As  it  is,  all  will  be  right." 

Here  as  tenderly  as  a  nurse  he  flexed 
the  elbow-joint,  and  satisfied  himself  it  was 
sound. 

"  It  will  be  somewhere  up  by  the  shoulder- 
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Made,"  he  said  critically.  "  Probably  a  little 
below.  When  these  blessed  bullets  once 
get  into  you  it's  wonderful  how  they 
ricochet.  It  hasn't  cut  the  radial  artery, 
or  you  would  have  dropped  long  ago.  It 
can't  be  more  than  a  flesh-wound.  But 
we  won't  let  these  sur^-eons  here  make  a 
job  of  it.     We'll  save  the  limb,  old  fellow." 

By  this  time  the  surgeon  had  arrived. 
He  was  what  in  England  you  w^ould  term 
a  general  practitioner — a  young  man  wdtli 
families  upon  his  books,  skilled  in  infantile 
maladies,  learned  in  anatomy,  but  of  little 
use  in  practical  surgery.  He  accordingly 
deferred  to  Markby.  And  in  this  he  showed 
his  wisdom.  lie  is  a  young  gentleman  who 
will  get  on. 

With  the  aid  of  a  couple  of  poles  the 
divan    was    converted    into    a    litter,    and 


122         A  Lucky  Young  Woman. 

Norwich  was  carried  down  to  the  yacht. 
Then  the  young  surgeon  produced  what 
looked  like  a  piece  of  tarred  rope,  and 
thrust  it  into  the  hole  in  which  the  bullet 
had  entered,  working  carefully  and  tenderly 
away  with  it  as  if  he  were  cleaning  out 
some  priceless  gun-barrel. 

Next  he  handled  and  felt  the  elbow-joint 
as  Markby  had  done,  and  nodded  with  grave 
satisfaction.  Then  he  began  to  lovingly 
caress  and  pinch  the  arm  betv/een  the  elbow 
and  the  shoulder,  until  his  thumb  rested 
upon  the  bullet,  deeply  buried  in  the  solid 
muscle  of  the  limb. 

"  We  had  better  have  it  out  at  once,*' 
he  whispered  to  Markby.  "  It  is  only  a 
matter  of  minutes,  or  in  fact  seconds.  No 
need  for  two  shocks  to  the  system.  The 
first  shock  is  not  over  yet ;  we  will  let  the 
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two  fevers  of  recovery  lump  themselves 
together." 

"  Right  you  are,  sir,"  answered  Markby, 
w^hile  Norwich  gratefully  looked  assent,  for 
he  had  overheard. 

"  No  need  for  chloroform,"  said  the  young 
suro^eon.  "  Look  at  the  ceilinor.  Take  this 
napkin  between  your  teeth,  and  if  1  hurt 
you  bite  it  like  the  devil.  Whatever  you 
do,  don't  try  to  look  at  my  hands,  or  else 
you'll  upset  me." 

Out  came  a  small  knife,  which  w^ould 
have  been  a  treasure  to  a  schoolboy,  a  pair 
of  pincers  or  pliers,  a  sponge,  and  a  little 
bottle  of  carbolic  acid,  from  which  Markby 
without  instructions  prepared  a  dilution  of 
the  requisite  strength.  The  whole  thing 
was  like  magic.  There  was  just  a  spirt 
of  blood  from  the  skin,  and  an  involuntary 


124  .       A  Lucky  Young  Womax. 

twitch  of  the  muscles.  The  next  second 
the  surgeon  had  the  bullet  In  the  palm  of 
his  left  hand. 

Then  he  pumped  more  carbolic  acid  and 
water  through  the  wound,  flushing  it,  if  I 
may  say  so.  Then  he  clapped  a  piece  of 
lint  on  to  the  orifice  at  each  extremity, 
and,  so  simple  is  science  in  its  highest 
aspects  and  its  most  beneficent,  fastened 
down  the  lint  with  ordinary  diachylon 
plaster,  which  he  warmed  over  a  wax-match 
from  Markby's  smoking  stores.  Then  he 
bandaged  up  the  limb  with  a  long  tape- 
like piece  of  calico,  and  placed  it  in  a  sling 
extemporized  from  the  patient's  necktie. 

"  Keep  on  your  back,"  he  said  ;  "  drink 
good  milk  with  iced  water ;  no  wine  or 
spirits,  no  tobacco.  You  will  be  all  right, 
and   probably  be  able   to  play  billiards  in 
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a  week.  There  is  a  wonderful  luck  in  all 
things.  A  quarter  of  an  inch  here  or  there, 
and  this  simple  little  matter  might  have 
puzzled  Paget  or  Wliitmore.  But  healthy 
as  we  are,  we  mustn't  hollow  till  we  are 
out  of  the  wood.  And  no  talking,"  added 
the  surgeon.  *'  If  he  wants  to  talk  give 
him  a  tract  to  read.  If  he  won't  read 
that,  send  up  into  the  city  for  the  English 
parson.  He  is  a  perfect  narcotic  in  his 
way." 

Hereat  Norwich  looked  gratefully  at  the 
doctor,  Markby  chuckled,  and  the  young 
surgeon  took  his  leave,  with  a  promise  to 
call  the  next  morning  and  to  hold  himself 
generally  in  readiness  should  any  com- 
plications arise.  He  also  administered  a 
little  sleeping-draught  of  which  I  know 
the  secret. 
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There  is  morphia  in  it,  Indian  hemp, 
Prussic  acid,  and  a  suspicion  of  chloroform. 
But  I  will  not  divulge  a  mystery  which  is 
protected  by  letters  patent. 

Its  effect  upon  the  patient  after  all  the 
excitement  and  the  suppressed  excitement 
was  almost  immediate.  Lord.  Norwich  felt 
creeping  over  him  a  general  sense  of  warmth 
and  comfort.  Then  he  beo^an  to  imag-ine 
that  he  was  floating  in  an  open  boat  upon 
a  tropical  sea,  with  an  infinite  vault  of  blue 
above  him.  Then  in  a  dim  kind  of  way 
he  seemed  to  become  conscious  of  music. 
Ultimately  his  consciousness  melted  away 
and  he  rested. 

7K  'K  "^  "^  ^  /Jt 

When  the  young  man  woke  up  his  eyes 
wandered  round.  The  opiate  had  for  a 
while  broken  the  continuity  of  his  existence. 
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Little  by  little  things  came  back  to  him. 
That  was  Markby  serenely  occupied  with 
a  newspaper.  So  far  good.  Then  there 
was  a  little  old-fashioned  lady  whom  he 
.seemed  to  recollect,  busied  with  a  tangle 
of  Berlin  wool  and  an  armoury  of  steel 
needles.  Perhaps  she  might  be  a  trained 
nurse. 

But  in  a  corner  of  the  cabin  was  a  third 
fio;ure.  He  looked  at  it,  and  looked  a^fain. 
He  was  still  drowsy  with  the  drug.  How- 
ever, there  could  not  possibly  be  any  mis- 
take. It  was  his  own  cabin.  His  arm 
was  helpless.  It  must  be  the  injured  arm. 
It  was  no  dream.  So  he  again  turned  his 
eyes  on  the  strange  figure. 

"  Marcia,  Miss  Conyers,  Marcia." 

*'Yes,  Lord  Norwich" — and  she  turned 
her  great  eyes  upon  him.     "  You  must  keep 
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quiet.  If  you  talk  all  of  us  are  to  go  away. 
Please  don't  drive  us  away/'  Which  (as 
Americans  would  say)  sounded  almost  too 
good  to  be  genuine. 

But  of  course  the  Fraulein  was  bound 
to  cut  in. 

"You  young  people,"  said  she  with  a 
terrible  shake  of  her  head,  "  have  been 
misconducting  yourselves.  This  is  what 
comes  of  painting  pictures,  is  it  ?  No  more 
pictures  for  me.  I  set  my  face  against 
them  henceforth.  Lord  Norwich,  you  have 
got  to  live  on  slops  for  a  month  and  a 
day,  and  after  that  you  may  perhaps  be 
allowed  to  smell  beef-tea.  Marcia,  my  dear, 
you  have  got  to  hold  your  tongue,  and  to 
be  thankful  that  you  have  got  a  tongue 
left  to  hold.  Let  it  be  a  warning  to  you. 
I  believe  I  heard  one  of  those  brutes  say 


A  LrcKY  YouxG  Womax.         129 

something  about  sending  your  tongue  in  a 
parcel  to  the  English  Ambassador." 

And  then  the  little  woman,  without  any 
fuss  or  disturbance,  somehow  managed  to 
sponge  Lord  Norwich's  forehead  with  eau- 
de-cologne  and  water,  and  wash  ]iis  hands 
and  comb  his  hair,  and  freshen  him  up  with 
dabs  of  toilet  vinegar.  At  all  of  which 
proceedings  Mr.  Harrison  looked  on  from 
the  companion,  respectful  and  admiring, 
but  not  the  less  taciturn,  and  to  a  certain 
extent  jealous. 

"  If  his  Lordship  is  to  be  valeted,"  said 
Mr.  Harrison  to  himself,  "  I  think  the  job 
is  in  my   billet,  or  ought  to  be." 

Vanity  in  its  mild  form  of  a  mere  excess 
of  amour  jorojorc  is  perfectly  compatible  with 
the  utmost  fidelity  and  kindliness. 

VOL.  III.  K 
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CHAPTER   X. 

Next  morning  the  condition  of  the  patient 
had  not  improved,  and  the  doctor  felt 
bound  to  tell  Markby  as  much,  and  in  fact 
to  express  his  opinion  frankly  that  the 
situation  would  be  worse  than  critical  were 
it  not  for  the  good  constitution  and  what  he 
technically  termed  the  "  clean  flesh  "  of  the 
patient. 

"  I  will  not  say  that  T  am  seriously 
frightened,"  he  concluded,  "  but  we  must 
not  make  lio^ht  of  the  case.  He  is  a  younor 
man,  and  that,  of  course,  in  the  main  is 
in  his  favour.     On  the  other  hand,  it  is  a 
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little  against  him.  Can't  you  understand 
what  I  mean  ?  I  rather  think  he  wants 
something  more  than  either  you  or  I  or 
that  excellent  servant  of  his  can  do  for 
him.  Who,  sir,  can  minister  to  a  mind 
diseased,  or  cure  a  fever  that  wants  not 
drugs  but  a  philtre  ?  Birds  in  the  air,  you 
know,  carry  scraps  of  news  even  to  medical 
men.     Do  you  read  poetry  ?  " 

Markby  shook  his  head  emphatically,  and 
the  doctor  departed. 

Within  an  hour  the  doctor's  assistant  and 
dresser  came  down  with  some  flowers  and 
fruit  for  the  patient.  He  also  brought  a 
small  parcel  for  Markby. 

"  It's  a  book,"  said  Markby  as  he  opened 
it,  "  and  by  Jove  it's  poetry.  Not  much 
in  Norwich's  line  or  mine.  What  the  deuce 
is    it  ?     Tennyson's    Princess.     Never   read 

K  2 
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it.     Page  turned  down,  too.     What  is  the 
fellow  about  ? " 

Markby  perched  himself  upon  the  cabin- 
table  and  read  : 

"  Kow  sleeps  the  crimson  petal,  now  the  white, 
l!^ow  winks  the  gold  fin  in  the  porphyry  font. 
The  firefly  wakens.     Waken  then  with  me. 

Now  folds  the  lily  all  her  sweetness  up 
And  drops  into  the  bosom  of  the  lake, 
So  fold  thyself,  my  dearest,  then,  and  drop 
Into  my  bosom,  and  be  lost  in  me." 

He  studied  the  context  and  saw  daylight. 
"  No  fool  that  doctor,"  he  muttered.  ''  Man 
of  the  w^orld.     Knows  what  he's  about." 

And  there  was  another  page  turned  down. 

"  Thy  voice  is  heard  through  rolling  drums, 
That  beat  to  battle  where  he  stands ; 
Thy  face  across  his  fancy  comes. 
And  gives  the  battle  to  his  hands. 
One  moment,  while  the  trumpets  blow, 
He  sees  thy  brood  about  his  knee, 
The  next,  like  fire  he  meets  the  foe, 
And  strikes  him  dead  for  thine  and  thee." 
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There  were  no  more  pages  specially  re- 
commended, so  that  Markby  felt  very  much 
like  Captain  Cuttle.  He  had  overhauled 
the  volume,  and  there  he  had  found  it. 
Now  how  was  he  to  act  upon  it  ?  Whom 
should  he  speak  to  ? — Marcia  herself,  or  the 
Fraulein,  or  Norwich,  or  all  three,  or  any 
two  ?  And  if  the  last  course,  then  to  which 
two  ?  "  This  kind  of  business  is  beyond 
me,"  he  growled.  "  And  yet  I  have  got 
to  tackle  it  at  once." 

That  afternoon  fever  set  in,  and  the 
patient  began  to  wander  in  his  mind.  He 
was  playing  football  at  Eton ;  he  was  on 
parade  at  St.  James's  Palace ;  he  was  on 
guard  at  the  Bank ;  he  was  back  again  at 
the  far  West  trying  conclusions  with  a 
grizzly.  Then  he  was  buying  pictures.  So 
he    settled    down    iuto    the    one    vein    of 
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wandering  that  was  most  distressing.  Still 
the  fever  did  not  threaten  so  gravely  as 
it  might  have  done. 

Marcia  and  Miss  Dietz  of  course  came 
down  to  make  inquiries,  and  saw  ^larkby. 
That  veteran  did  all  he  could  to  quiet  Miss 
Conyers'  alarm ;  talked  hopefully ;  said  in 
a  few  days  no  doubt  Norwich  would  be 
able  to  see  his  friends.  At  present  it  was 
of  course  impossible,  as  he  was  delirious. 
Meantime  they  must  all  be  patient,  and 
so  he  conducted  them  back  to  their 
hotel. 

At  the  door  he  announced  that  he  had 
some  purchases  to  make,  and  some  things 
to  order ;  fruit,  ice,  and  so  forth ;  extracted 
from  Marcia  the  admission  that  she  was 
tired,  and  boldly  proposed  to  Miss  Dietz 
that  Marcia  should  go  in  and  rest,  and  that 
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she  should  come  with  him,  and  give  him 
the  benefit  of  her  experience  and  advice 
on  his  shopping. 

It  was  impossible  to  refuse,  and  the 
Fraulein  had  no  inclination  to  do  so,  and 
away  the  two  went  together. 

Markby  now  had  the  ball  at  his  feet,  and 
be^an  to  make  the  runninof  with  it.  The 
Fraulein  was  no  match  for  him.  Before 
she  exactly  understood  what  they  were 
talking  about,  or  in  which  direction  they 
w^ere  going,  or  what  it  exactly  w\^s  that 
they  were  bent  on  purchasing,  the  wily 
old  campaigner  was  twisting  Miss  Dietz  this 
way  and  that,  and  actually  making  her 
give  to  him  as  her  own  opinion  and  view 
of  the  situation  what  of  course  he  oui^ht 

o 

properly  to  have  suggested  himself. 

It  is  the  old  conjuror's  trick  of    forcing 
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a  card  upon  you  so  deftly  that  you  fairly 
believe  you  have  chosen  it  yourself. 

Miss  Dietz  expanded  like  a  rose  under 
sunshine.  She  had  always  known  it,  she 
had  always  said  it,  she  had  always  felt  it. 
She  supposed  she  had  eyes  in  her  head 
as  well  as  other  people.  She  quite  agreed 
with  Captain  Markby,  that  the  thing  could 
only  end  one  way.  No  Solomon  was  needed 
to  arrive  at  that  conclusion. 

'*!  really  begin  to  agree  with  you,  Miss 
Dietz,"  observed  her  companion. 

"  How  provoking  you  are,  Captain 
Markby  !  On  the  contrary,  it  is  I  who  am 
agreeing  with  you." 

"Anyhow  we  are  of  one  mind,"  said 
Markby,  ''and  I  think  that  settles  the 
matter.  If  he  pulls  through — and  I  don't 
say  he  will — we  shall  be  all  right.    No  doubt 
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about  tliat.  But  if  he  is  to  pull  through, 
his  mind  must  be  made  easy  as  soon  as  he 
comes  to  himself.  Otherwise,"  sagaciously 
added  the  Captain,  "  there  will  be  a  relapse, 
and  if  that  happens  there  will  be  the 
English  cemetery  here.  Better  employ 
the  parson  for  the  other  business.  Eh, 
Miss  Dietz?" 

^'  You  cannot  mean  that  he  is  so  seriously 
ill,"  said  the  little  woman  with  tears  in 
her  eyes,  and  beginning  to  get  greatly 
alarmed.  "  Surely  the  doctor  cannot  have 
said  that." 

"  That  is  exactly  what  tlie  doctor  han 
said,"  answered  Markby.  "He  has  spoken 
to  me.  Miss  Dietz,  as  frankly  and  as  unre- 
servedly as  I  have  spoken  to  you  and 
you  to  me.  'There  is  something  on  liis 
mind,  Captain  Markby,'  lie  said  to  me  this 
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afternoon,  ^ancl  unless  his  mind  is  set  at 
ease  his  chances  of  recovery  are  more  than 
doubtful.  I  can't  give  him  a  dose  of  peace 
of  mind,  or  two  teaspoonfuls  of  resignation. 
I  can  attend  to  his  wounds,  I  can  attend 
to  his  ailments.  "With  all  the  advantages 
he  possesses  he  ought  to  get  through,  and 
would  do  so  if  he  had  not  been  dying  of 
love  for  that  young  woman.' " 

"  I  have  always  sympathized  with  Lord 
Norwich,"  said  the  Friiulein.  "  I  have  done 
my  best  to  induce  Marcia  to  listen  to  his 
proposals.  But  at  the  same  time  no  man 
among  you  ever  yet  died  of  love." 

"Perhaps  not,"  replied  Markby.  ^' But 
love  sometimes  brings  on  fever,  and  they 
die  of  that." 

There  was  nothing  more  to  be  said.  A 
perfect  understanding  had  been  arrived  at. 
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All  that  had  now  to  be  done  was  to  com- 
plete the  purchases,  to  supplement  them 
with  a  few  other  thino-s  wdiicli  suo-acsted 
themselves,  and  to  get  back  to  the  yacht. 
The  fly  was  loaded,  and  the  Frixulein  fully 
busied  in  the  capacity  of  supercargo. 

When  they  regained  the  yacht,  they  found 
Harrison,  the  skipper,  and  the  surgeon 
waiting  for  them  with  very  grave  faces. 
The  news  w^as  about  as  bad  as  could  be. 
The  patient  was  distinctly  worse.  The 
fever  and  delirium  were  ao-ocravated.  "  There 
is  a  chance  still,"  said  the  doctor,  "but  I 
don't  think  we  shall  save  him.  In  fact  it 
is  only  a  chance." 

Markby  could  hardly  retain  his  control. 
Poor  Miss  Dietz  fciirly  broke  down,  and 
was  driven  back  to  the  hotel  in  the  most 
pitiful  condition.     Once  alone  with  Marcia 
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she  gave  way  hopelessly.  After  all,  the 
events  through  which  they  had  been 
hurried  had  been  enough  to  unstrinor 
nerves  far  less  sensitive  than  those  of  the 
kindly  German  lady. 

"  "What  is  it  ?  "  asked  Marcia,  thoroughly 
terrified.  Then  she  looked  at  Miss  Dietz 
and  turned  pale.  ''  Pray  speak  at  once.  I 
can't  bear  this  suspense." 

^'  He  is  dying,"  said  the  Fraulein.  *'  God 
help  and  forgive  us  all." 
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CHAPTER   XL 

Strange  tilings  are  told  us  by  those 
whose  fate  it  has  been  to  pass  into  the 
shadow  of  death  and  return  from  it,  as 
happens  to  those  who  have  been  taken  from 
the  water  apparently  lifeless  and  have  yet 
recovered. 

They  tell  us  that  for  a  while  is  a  terrible 
sense  of  agony  and  oppression,  as  if  the 
brain  were  bursting.  Then  comes  a  blaze 
of  blinding  light,  and  there  follows  a  sort  of 
swoon  or  dream  in  which  the  whole  of  their 
past  life  seems  to  repeat  itself,  and  to  stand 
clearly  and  intelligibly  as  a  record  waiting 
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for  judgment.  AdcL  indeed  most  of  us  have 
had  some  experience  of  this  kind.  For  it 
often  happens  that  a  dream  seems  to  last 
for  many  hours.  Events  crowd  themselves 
together  in  it.  Long  processions  defile 
before  us.  Whole  dramas  are  played  out. 
And  yet  we  know  that  our  sleep  has  been  but 
for  minutes,  or  it  may  be  for  seconds  only. 

And  so  before  Marcia  the  whole  past 
arranged  itself — a  past  now  beyond  re- 
covery. It  was  she,  she  felt,  in  the  exceed- 
ing bitterness  of  her  soul,  who  alone  and 
through  all  had  been  guilty  of  all  this 
burden  of  woe.  At  her  door  lay  the  death 
of  the  man  who,  to  save  her  from  worse 
than  death,  had  gone  forth  with  his  life  in 
the  hollow  of  his  hand  and  thrown  it  away. 
And  she  broke  into  a  loud  and  bitter  cry, 
and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 
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Then  recovering  lierself  she  rose,  hurried 
on  a  shawl  and  light  hat,  and  without  a 
word  passed  out  into  the  street.  Looking 
neither  to  right  nor  to  left,  she  went  steadily 
on  as  if  sleep-walking  or  in  a  trance,  and 
the  Fraulein,  wondering  and  fearful,  followed 
her  with  a  heavy  heart. 

Unobserved  and  unnoticed  they  sped 
rapidly  past  house  and  shop  along  the  quay, 
and  so  over  the  bridge  on  to  the  yacht's 
deck,  wdiere  the  men  fell  back  to  right  and 
left  and  gave  them  way.  Still  heeding 
nothing,  noticing  nothing,  seemingly  con- 
scious of  nothing,  she  stept  along  the  deck 
to  the  hatch  and  descended  into  the  cabin. 

Markby  and  the  doctor,  who  were  seated, 
rose  as  she  entered.  The  latter  bowed 
gravely,  and  then  resumed  his  seat.  j\Iarkby 
held   out    his    hand   as    graciously   as    was 
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possible,  for  he  was  a  warm-hearted  man ; 
and  although  in  his  heart  he  held  Marcia's 
obstinacy  and  vanity  to  be  the  sole  cause  of 
all  that  had  hapjDcned,  he  yet  could  not  at 
such  a  moment  find  it  in  him  to  embitter 
things  by  any  idle  show  of  anger. 

Marcia,  throwing  off  her  hat  and  shawl, 
stept  straight  to  the  bed,  on  the  coverlet 
of  which  lay  in  its  bandages  the  wounded 
arm.  The  patient's  eyes  opened  wearily 
and  fixed  themselves  upon  her  for  a  mo- 
ment. Then  the  lids  fell  over  them  again. 
She  bent  over  him  as  a  mother  over  a 
sleeping  child,  and  kissed  his  forehead. 
Then  she  sat  down  by  his  side  and  took  the 
other  hand  in  hers. 

So  she  sat  motionless,  nor  was  there  a 
sound  to  be  heard  in  the  cabin  except  the 
rhythmical  beat  of  the  chronometer  slinging 
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in  its  case,  aad  from  without  the  confused 
murmur  of  the  harbour ;  the  plash  of  the 
water,  the  groaning  of  masts  and  yards  and 
the  creaking  of  cordage,  and  now  and  again 
the  voice  of  some  sailor  or  other  harbour 
hand  hailino^  another  or  shoutiuo;  orders  to 
him. 

The  doctor  again  rose,  beckoned  to 
Markby,  and  passed  silently  up  on  to  the 
deck  and  so  down  on  the  quay.  Markby 
followed  him  with  the  same  grave  silence. 

"  It  is  just  his  last  chance,"  Mr.  Blakey 
said.  "  There  is  immense  vitality,  and  he 
may  yet  pull  through.  Neither  you  nor 
I  can  do  anything.  The  only  mortal  aid 
now,  in  my  belief,  is  there  with  him.  We 
shall  see.  Send  for  me  at  any  time.  I  will 
stay  in,  or  leave  word  where  I  am — and  I 
will  of  course  return  the  last  thing,  say  at 

VOL.  III.  L 
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midnight."  And  he  shook  hands  and 
departed. 

Markby,  pacing  up  and  down  the  quay, 
began  to  count  the  hours  for  the  arrival  of 
Sir  William  Rodwell,  the  eminent  London 
surgeon,  of  whose  departure  from  Dover  he 
had  already  been  advised  by  telegram. 

It  had  been  suggested  by  Mr.  Blakey 
the  Eno;lish  surg^eon  that  Sir  William  should 
be  summoned,  and  the  idea  had  been 
jumped  at  by  Markby,  who  had  only 
been  restrained  by  his  military  sense  of 
etiquette  from  at  once  putting  it  forward 
himself. 

Sir  William  Eodwell  had  a  European 
reputation.  He  was  surgeon  to  the  Queen, 
and  consulting  surgeon  to  almost  every 
crowned  head  in  Europe,  and  he  fully 
deserved  the  numerous  honours  and  decor- 
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ations  which    for   the    last    few  years    had 
been  showered  upon  him. 

He  was  a  man  of  about  fifty,  considerably 
above  the  middle  heig^ht,  and  of  remark- 
able  muscular  development,  broad-shouldered 
and  deep-chested,  with  a  cold  grey  eye 
that  never  seemed  to  move,  and  a  hand  as 
steady  as  a  rock.  But  he  was  a  kind  man 
at  heart,  however  rough  in  manner,  and  he 
had  certain  small  human  weaknesses,  beinsf 
addicted  to  mountain- climbing  in  perhaps 
its  most  arduous  form  of  chamois-huntinfr 
a  capital  player  at  pool  which  he  held  to 
steady  the  nerves,  a  judge  of  pictures,  a 
patron  of  art,  and  himself  an  amateur 
althouojh  not  an  exhibitor  of  recof^^nized 
merit. 

Until  his  arrival  the  weary  hours  had  to 
be   counted.      The  patient,  if  he    did    not 
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perceptibly  get  better,  at  any  rate  did  not 
get  perceptibly  worse.  The  old  saying,  dam 
spiro  sjoero^  is  never  so  true  as  of  a  young 
and  healthy  man  in  whom  life  still  lingers. 

So  they  waited  in  hope ;  Marcia  almost 
motionless  at  the  bedside,  Miss  Dietz  with 
a  volume  in  her  hand  in  constant  readiness, 
and  Markby  in  his  noiseless  deck-shoes 
coming  and  going  as  silently  and  faithfully 
and  sympathetically  as  a  huge  Newfound- 
land dog. 

When  Sir  William  arrived,  accompanied 
by  his  dresser,  he  introduced  himself  to 
Blakey  first,  with  whom  he  had  four  or 
five  minutes'  conversation,  and  then  was 
presented  to  Markby.  After  this  he  pro- 
ceeded to  the  cabin.  The  women  were 
sent  up  on  deck,  and  there  was  an  anxious 
interval  of  about  forty  minutes. 
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When  at  its  termination  the  men  as- 
cended to  deck  and  the  ladies  were  sent 
below  again,  Sir  William  expressed  himself 
in  terms  of  guarded  hope,  recognizing 
Markby  as  a  person  having  in  his  own 
way  a  rough  and  ready  acquaintance  with 
gunshot  wounds,  and  injuries  generally. 
His  opinion,  on  the  whole,  was  not  un- 
satisfactory. He  thought  that  the  worst 
was  over,  and  that  the  critical  period  of 
inflammation  need  no  longrer  be  feared. 
With  nine  young  men  out  of  ten,  he 
observed,  it  would  most  certainly  have 
been  otherwise. 

If  there  was  a  recovery,  absif  omen  for 
the  suggestion  of  the  contrary,  there  would 
ultimately  be  perfect  use  of  the  liml). 
Meantime,  what  was  wanted  was  a  con- 
tinuance   of   the    care  which    had    been    so 
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admirably  bestowed,  and  as  to  the  details 
of  which  he  had  no  suggestion  to  offer. 
Would  he  avail  himself  of  the  second  cabin, 
which  had  been  specially  prepared  for 
him  ?  Yes,  he  really  thought  he  would. 
Meantime  he  would  go  up  into  the  town 
for  an  hour  to  the  Hotel  des  Etrangers, 
which  would  be  handy,  for  his  assistant 
would  have  his  dinner  there. 

So  the  great  man  departed  with  a  heart 
which  was  sufficiently  easy,  and  did  ample 
justice  to  an  admirable  dinner  and  a  flask 
of  Greek  wine.  In  reality  he  had  grasped 
the  situation  in  all  its  aspects,  and  was 
thoroughly  content  with  his  fortune  and 
with   the   world. 

In  all  probability  there  would  be  a 
recovery  more  or  less  complete,  of  which 
the    entire    credit  would   naturally   f.ill    to 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.     ^    151 

himself.  If  things  went  otherwise  it  wouki 
have  done  him  no  harm  to  have  been 
called  in,  and  of  course  there  would  be  no 
possible  question  about  his  fees.  And  more 
generally,  he  hoped  things  might  turn  out 
well.  Lord  Norwich  was  a  fine  young 
fellow,  and  reputed  an  excellent  one  in 
every  way.  The  young  lady  had,  so  he  was 
given  to  understand,  undoubted  genius.  He 
had  heard  of  her  achievements  with  the 
brush,  and  she  certainly  had  a  fair  show  of 
good  looks,  of  which  fact  he  had  not  been 
previously  aware. 

As  for  her  father,  with  whom  Sir  William 
had  been  slightly  acquainted,  and  who, 
according  to  all  accounts,  had  been  an 
idle  old  vagabond,  he  had  gone  to  a  place 
from  whence  he  W(nild  find  it  dilHcult  to 
despatch  begging-letters  to  his  son-in-law. 
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Markby  seemed  an  estimable  sort  of 
barrack-room  officer,  and  the  old  cbaperone, 
whoever  she  might  be,  was  no  doubt  dis- 
creet and  useful.  So  the  doctor,  with  the 
aid  of  his  lacliryma,  summed  up  the  situ- 
ation. Nor  did  he  at  all  need  the  generous 
wine  to  quicken  his  wits  and  give  them  a 
kindly  turn. 

On  its  better  side  doctors  know  far  more 
of  human  nature  than  do  lawyers,  with 
whom  mistrust,  commencing  as  a  pro- 
fessional habit,  has  come  to  be  consciously 
regarded  as  the  highest  of  the  moral 
virtues. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

For  two  weary  weeks  Lord  Norwich 
struggled  between  life  and  death.  The 
delirium  passed  away,  but  left  the  patient 
so  weak  that  it  needed  all  Marcia's  tender 
care,  all  the  devotion  of  Markby  and  the 
Fraulein,  and  all  the  unremitting  attention 
of  the  surgeon,  to  prevent  his  life  ebbing 
away. 

Sir  William  remained  for  three  days. 
"  I  can  do  nothing  further,"  said  the  emi- 
nent man  in  taking  leave.  "  Lord  Norwich 
is  in  excellent  hands.  I  entirely  agree  with 
Mr.  Blakey's  treatment,  and  have  arranged 
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in  consultation  with  him  what  is  to  be 
done  in  certain  contingencies.  I  think  we 
may  be  hopeful.  At  all  events  no  chance 
has  been  thrown  away." 

Marcia  was  scarcely  ever  absent  from 
his  bedside.  She  never  seemed  to  be 
tired,  although  the  brief  hours  of  sleep  that 
she  was  able  to  snatch  were  few  and  far 
between.  "  If  his  life  is  spared,"  said  Mr. 
Blakey  to  Markby,  "it  is  more  due  to 
that  young  lady's  nursing  than  to  my  skill, 
or  indeed  to  any  other  cause." 

"  You  will  kill  yourself,  dear  child," 
remonstrated  the  Fraulein  one  day,  "  if  you 
do  not  take  more  rest." 

''What  matter?"  replied  Marcia,  "if  I 
can  only  help  to  save  him.  My  life  is 
of  little  value.  It  has  hitherto  been  more 
of    a   curse   than    a   blessing    both    to   me 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         155 

and  to  others,  and  I  would  willingly  part 
with  it,  if  by  so  doing  I  could  restore  liim 
to  health.  He  has  risked  his  life  for  me — 
perhaps  lost  it.  Surely  I  might  do  the 
same  for  him." 

"You  would  like  to  please  him  now," 
urged  the  Fraulcin.  "  You  would  wish  to 
do  that,  would  you  not  ? " 

"  Of  course  I  should,"  answered  Marcia. 

"  Well  then,  take  better  care  of  yourself 
for  his  sake.  It  would  make  him  wretched, 
perhaps  retard  his  recovery,  if  he  were 
to  imaoine  w^hat  was  ^oino;  on." 

"  I  shall  be  all  right,"  said  Marcia,  "  have 
no  fear.     I  am  very  strong." 

But  the  anxiety  and  sleeplessness  were 
telling  on  the  young  girl  all  the  same,  and 
the  Friiulein's  solicitude  was  not  without 
reason. 
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One  day  when  Marcia  was  alone  with 
him,  Norwich  suddenly  woke  and  called 
her  by  her  name.  He  had  scarcely  spoken 
for  days. 

*'  What  can  I  get  you  ? "  asked  Marcia. 

*' Nothing,  thanks,"  he  replied.  "I  have 
been  wanting  to  tell  you  how  grateful  I 
am  for  all  your  kindness,  but  I  have  not 
hitherto  had  the  strenorth  to  talk." 

o 

*'  Pray  don't  do  so  now.  You  must  not 
exert  yourself." 

"  It  will  not  exert  me,"  he  answered. 
"  And  I  shall  be  happier  when  I  have 
said  what  I  want  to  say.  I  don't  think 
I  shall  get  over  this.  Miss  Conyers.  If  I 
do  it  will  be  through  you.  Now  I  wanted 
to  tell  you  before  it  was  too  late  that  from 
the  first  moment  I  saw  you,  I  loved  you. 
That   love   has    been   growing   ever   since, 
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but  I  don't  think  I  should  have  troubled 
you  about  it  again  but  for  this.  You  were 
quite  right  to  refuse  me.  I  don't  in  the 
least  wonder  at  your  not  caring  for  me. 
I  know  I  have  always  appeared  at  a  disad- 
vantage when  I  have  been  with  you.  I 
think  it  must  have  been  my  affection  for 
you  that  caused  that.  Anyhow  I  know  that 
I  have  been  conscious  of  it.  However,  it 
is  too  late  now.  You  will  find  that  I  have 
not  forgotten  you.  I  have  left  you  nearly 
everything  that  is  not  entailed.  Most  of 
the  property — that  is  the  landed  property — 
goes  to  my  uncle.  That  is  right,  and  as  it 
should  be.  Rut  you  will  have  some  sixty  or 
seventy  thousand  pounds.  That  will  make 
you  independent,  and  remove  any  anxiety 
as  to  your  future.  I  shall  die  hap[)ier  to 
think  that  you  are  provided  for.     That  is 
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all  I  have  to  say.  Now  kiss  me  ouce,  my 
dear  one,  and  I  will  trouble  you  no  more." 

''  My  darling,"  cried  Marcia,  "  I  would 
not  take  a  farthing  of  your  money.  But 
you  shall  get  well,  nothing  shall  stop  you 
getting  well,  and  then  if  you  ask  me  again 
— and  I  don't  deserve  that  you  should — I 
will  be  your  wife." 

"  God  bless  you,  dear,"  answered  Norwich, 
and  his  head  fell  back  on  the  pillow,  and 
he  was  again  unconscious.  And  Marcia, 
shedding^  tears  of  blood,  vowed  to  herself 
that  if  Providence  would  only  give  her  the 
chance,  she  w^ould  atone  in  the  future  for 
any  unhappiness  she  had  caused  this  noble 
young  fellow  in  the  past. 

**  His  life  shall  be  one  dream  of  happi- 
ness," said  the  girl  to  herself,  "so  far  as 
lies  in  me."     This  she  swore  in  her  owa 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         15.0 

way.  AuJ  if  there  was  anything  unbe- 
fitting a  young  Lady  in  the  words  that 
crossed  her  mind,  I  doubt  not  but  that  the 
Eecordinof  Ano^e],  of  whom  our  orreatest 
master  of  pathos  has  tokl  us,  treated  them 
as  he  treated  a  like  vow  under  very  like 
circumstances. 

\*f^  *j^  ^  ^  *i(i  i^ 

•  The  recovery  was  very  slow,  and  every 
now  and  again  would  fur  a  day  or  two 
appear  hopeless.  But  in  all  surgical  cases 
good  nursing,  next  to  the  operation  itself, 
is  everything,  and  without  it  the  skill  of 
the  surgeon  is  entirely  wasted.  In  actual 
warfare,  if  we  leave  out  of  account  the 
men  that  die  under  fire  or  within  a  few 
hours  after  action,  it  will  be  found  (and 
any  surgeon  will  frankly  tell  you  as  much) 
that    the    bulk  of   those  who    arc   lost    die 
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from  want  of  proper  nursing,  rather  than 
from  their  injuries. 

Nursing  of  the  most  devoted  and  constant 
kind  Norwich  had.  Of  Marcia  I  need  say 
nothing.  The  Fraulein  was  indefatigable, 
and,  like  Marcia,  apparently  superior  to 
every  form  of  human  weakness.  There 
was  an  almost  Dutch  element  in  her  de- 
termination that  the  whole  thing  should 
end  well.  Men  are  of  only  occasional  use 
in  a  sick-room,  and  when  not  actually 
employed  are  better  out  of  the  way.  All, 
however,  that  was  wanted  of  them  Mark  by 
and  Harrison  did.  And,  if  there  be  any 
truth  in  the  belief  that  occasionally  antici- 
pations in  some  mysterious  manner  com- 
municate themselves  from  mind  to  mind, 
as  the  Greeks  firmly  believed,  and  on  the 
strength  of  that  belief  won  their  greatest 
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battle  against  the  Barbarian,  there  was 
certainly  some  such  "  Divine  whisper " 
about  in  the  yacht ;  and  instead  of  hoping 
for  the  best,  the  crew  of  the  '  Cecilia,'  from 
the  master  down  to  the  boy,  were  bright 
and  almost  confident. 

A  morning  came  at  last  when  the  young 
doctor  expressed  his  opinion  that  the  vessel 
might  leave,  with  due  regard  to  her 
destination,  and  indeed  went  away  with 
the  remark  that  he  shoukl  look  in  next 
morning  for  a  farewell  visit,  being  convinced 
that  chano^e  of  air  would  now  do  more  irood 
than  anything  else. 

That  evening  he  got  a  note  from  Markby, 
askinc:  him  to  look  round  at  an  hotel  on 
the  quay.  He  did  so,  and  found  Markby 
comfortable  after  his  own  fashion,  with 
cigars    and   a   flask    of   Chianti.      The    old 
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campaigner  began  with  general  conversation 
touchinsf  the  weather,  the  wine,  and  more 
especially  the  cigars,  which  he  had  brought 
with  him  from  the  yacht,  and  which  were 
the  picked  produce  of  the  great  Baron 
Rothschild's  own  home  plantation.  At  last, 
however,  the  old  veteran  came  to  the  point. 
"  Look  here,  doctor,"  he  said ;  "  you  are 
wasting  your  talents  in  this  beastly  place. 
You  owe  it  to  yourself  to  find  a  better  field, 
and  I  may  say  without  a  compliment  that 
you  owe  it  to  the  world.  Man  alive,  I  am 
nearly  old  enough  to  be  your  father,  and 
I  tell  you  it's  a  sin  to  hide  your  light 
under  a  bushel.  Leave  your  practice  here  ; 
sell  it  or  hand  it  over  till  you  can  arrange 
for  the  transfer.  We  want  you  to  come 
back  with  us  to  England,  and  to  see  you  in 
London,  where  you  ought  to  be.     Norwich 
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insists  on  it,  and  declares  that  if  you  won't 
come  away  with  him,  he  shall  moor  the 
yacht  as  a  hulk  and  stop  with  you.  Now, 
pray,  feel  no  false  pride  in  the  matter. 
You  have  saved  his  life,  and  you  know  it. 
The  obligation  he  is  under  to  you  is  not 
a  matter  of  figures.  Come  and  start  in 
London,  and  if  at  the  end  of  your  first 
year  there,  with  his  introduction  and  the 
story  about  all  over  London,  you  are 
fidgety  about  small  matters,  be  as  punc- 
tilious as  you  like,  and  we'll  endow  a  ward 
in  some  hospital  of  your  choice  or  otherwise 
satisfy  your  scruples.  You  will  have  made 
enough  and  more  than  enough  to  settle 
accounts  with  him  that  way." 

The  doctor  considered  a  little,   but  not 
for  long.     He  had  no  ties  that  at  all  bound 

him  to  Athens.     He  could  adopt  Markby's 
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suggestion,  and  he  would,  after  all,  be  only 
borrowing  money  from  a  man  to  whom  the 
sum  in  question  was  a  trifle,  and  who  had 
indeed  almost  forced  it  upon  him.  Besides, 
in  an  ofier  of  this  kind  everything  depends 
upon  the  spirit  in  which  it  is  made  and 
the  surrounding  circumstances.  The  doctor 
took  the  sensible  course,  and  accepted  the 
proposal  as  frankly  as  it  had  been  made. 

Another  couple  of  days  sufiiced  for  every- 
thing. Mr.  Blakey  soon  arranged  for  the 
transfer  of  his  practice,  and  his  private 
matters  were,  as  those  of  a  bachelor  ought 
to  be,  in  a  nutshell.  The  Consulate  under- 
took to  carry  out  all  the  details,  and  Blakey 
that  evening  remarked  emphatically  to 
Markby,  with  whom  he  was  now  upon  more 
Tnan  cordial  tenns,  "They  say  every  man 
has   his  chance  at   least  once  in   his   life. 
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Luckily  for  me  my  chance  has  sought  me 
out  while  I  am  still  young  enough  to  put 
it  to   good  purpose." 

*' You'll  do  that,"  said  Markby,  ''never 
fear.  And  if  there  is  everything  on  board 
the  yacht  our  man  is  likely  to  want,  the 
sooner  we  are  out  of  this  place  the  better." 

With  sunrise  next  morning  they  were 
out  of  the  place.  The  ensign  was  run  up. 
The  engines  began  to  pulsate,  and  the 
'  Cecilia '  glided  out  of  the  harbour,  and  once 
again,  like  a  thing  of  life,  cut  her  w\ay 
through  the  waves,  and  tossed  the  white 
foam  from   her  clear-cut  bows. 

The  saloon  was  specially  reserved  for 
Marcia  and  Miss  Dietz,  whom  Markby  had 
in  his  own  way  captured,  and  got  on  board 
with  all  their  effects,  and  with  a  Fren«n 
maid  who  was  anxious  to  get  back  to  Paris 
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and  had  jumped  at  the  idea  of  the  trip. 
Markby  when  he  set  about  a  business  carried 
it  out  in  details,  being  of  opinion  that  your 
pawns  in  chess  are  as  valuable  pieces  as  any 
other. 

Markby,  Norwich,  and  the  doctor  were 
of  course  together  in  the  second  cabin. 
Harrison  (I  am  not  speaking  with  reference 
to  his  sleeping-quarters)  was  everywhere, 
and  rendering  himself  generally  invaluable. 
It  w^as  a  peculiarity  about  this  man  that 
he  could  not  possibly  be  idle.  If  there  was 
nothing  else  to  be  done,  he  would  take  up 
a  gun  or  a  pistol  on  deck  and  give  it  a 
thorough  cleaning  and  overhauling. 

How  did  they  amuse  themselves  ?  I  will 
tell  you  one  way  out  of  many.  The  doctor 
rigged  out  a  little  net  and  towed  it  along- 
side.    Then  he  sorted   out  the  catch,  and 
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showed  Marcia  under  his  microscope 
marvels  of  beauty — strange  things,  neither 
flowers  nor  animals,  of  every  tint.  He 
made  of  them  material  for  a  paper  on 
"  Certain  forms  of  infusorial  life  in  the 
Mediterranean,"  for  which  in  process  of 
time  he  received  a  golden  medal  or  two, 
and  a  batch  of  initials  to  stick  after  his 
name  if  he  so  pleased. 

Marcia  with  a  microscopic  camera  trans- 
ferred the  creatures  to  paper.  You  can 
see  many  of  them  in  her  picture  of  the 
Diver.  Miss  Dietz  knitted,  and  allowed 
Markby  to  teach  her  piquet,  at  which  she 
soon  proved  herself  an  adept.  So  the  hours 
flew  by.  They  dropped  the  French  maid 
at  Marseilles  where  they  stopped  to  coal. 
From  Marseilles  to  Southam]3ton  Water  is 
an  easy  run. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Lord  Norwich  had  been  steadily  im- 
proving. Before  they  had  passed  Gib  he 
was  able  to  be  propped  up  with  pillows, 
to  be  talked  to  at  length,  and  to  talk  with 
discretion  on  his  own  account.  When  a 
young  and  strong  man  fairly  begins  to 
mend  he  mends  rapidly,  and  on  the 
evening  that  they  threw  anchor  in  South- 
ampton harbour  the  whole  party  of  five 
sat  tog;ether  for  the  first  time  round  the 
table  of  the  saloon,  and  celebrated  their 
arrival  with  an  Eng^lish  dinner  and  a 
round    game    of  cards.       Literally   a   sling 
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and  a  little  care  were  all  that  was  now 
necessary. 

There  was  a  discussion  next  morning  as 
to  plans,  but  it  was  only  a  discussion,  as  no 
one  of  the  party  was  in  a  hurry.  Norwich 
and  Markby  were  their  own  masters,  Marcia 
and  the  Fniulein  were  equally  independent 
of  circumstances.  The  business  matters  of 
Mr.  Blakey  were  far  from  being  urgent,  and 
would  indeed  require  some  little  negotiation 
in  London  itself.  But  at  the  same  time 
it  was  clear  that  there  must  come  an  end 
to  everything,  even  to  a  happy  cruise,  and 
the  end  of  this,  the  most  eventful  cruise 
which  the  '  Cecilia '  had  ever  made,  or  was 
destined  to  make,  came  in  this  wise. 

Mark])y,  the  doctor,  and  Miss  Dietz  had 
gone  on  shore.  Why  they  should  all  have 
gone  away  together  I  cannot  tell,  but  there 


170  A  Llx^ky  Young  Woman. 

must  have  been  excellent  reasons  for  it, 
or  no  doubt  they  would  not  have  done  so. 
And  yet  they  were  not  apparently  alto- 
gether at  their  ease.  They  had  a  half- 
guilty  bearing  about  them  as  of  smugglers 
or  conspirators,  and  their  purchases  some- 
how seemed  to  be  made  with  the  object 
of  killing  time.  The  Fraulein  wanted 
gloves,  and  it  was  difficult  to  suit  her 
requirements  as  to  colour. 

While  she  was  selectinor  her  o^loves, 
Markby  and  the  doctor  went  to  the  shop 
of  a  jeweller,  whose  name  I  need  not 
mention,  but  who  is  sufficiently  well  known 
in  Southampton  and  London.  Oddly 
enough  the  jeweller  must  have  been  ex- 
pecting them,  for  he  at  once  produced  some 
articles  of  which  they  expressed  their 
approval. 
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Let  us  quote  two  sentences  from  Bret 
Harte's  inimitable  parody  of  Lothair. 

"  Each  of  these  pearls,  my  lord,  is  worth 
fifty  thousand  guineas,"  said  Mr.  Amethyst, 
the  fashionable  jeweller,  as  he  lightly  lifted 
a  large  shovelful  from  a  convenient  bin 
behind  his  counter. 

"  Indeed,"  said  Lothair,  carelessly,  "  I 
should  prefer  to  see  some  expensive  ones." 

The  jeweller  produced  and  handed  to 
Markby  a  ring,  which  was  distinctly  "  a 
more  expensive  one."  It  was  a  hoop  of 
diamonds  and  rubies,  and  it  met  with 
Markby 's  approbation  after  he  had  critically 
examined  it  stone  by  stone.  The  diamonds 
were  unquestionably  Brazilian  and  cut 
as  brilliants,  while  the  rul)ics  were  most 
carefully  matched.  Probably  many  people 
are   unaware   that   rubies,  were   they  only 
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fashionable,  would  be  far  more  expensive 
than  diamonds,  as  they  are  much  rarer,  and 
are  seldom  found  of  so  large  a  size. 

As  Markby  wholly  eschewed  jewellery 
himself,  even  in  the  light  of  portable 
property,  and  boasted  no  other  ornament 
than  a  platinum  watch-chain  with  a  stout 
railway-guard's  watch  at  the  end  of  it, 
we  may  safely  presume  that  he  was  not 
in  the  present  instance  purchasing  on  his 
own  account. 

Meantime  Norwich  and  Marcia  had  been 
left  alone  in  the  yacht.  The  former  was  in 
a  deck-chair  ;  Marcia  was  seated  by  one  of 
the  saloon-windows.  They  had  been  talking 
about  many  things  that  had  happened  since 
their  first  acquaintance,  and  ultimately  had 
ended   in   silence — not  at  all   a   silence   of 
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awkwardness  or  restraint,  but  a  silence 
none  the  less. 

Norwich  was  the  first  to  break  it. 
"  Marcia,  I  want  you  to  listen  to  me  for 
a  minute." 

Marcia  turned  her  head  and  eyes  towards 
him.  Norwich  met  her  look  freely  and 
happily,  and  then  glanced  up  at  the  in- 
tricately-decorated ceiling  of  the  cabin. 
"Marcia,"  he  continued,  "I  asked  you  to 
marry  me  twice,  and  you  have  refused  me 
twice.  Let  me  hope  tliere  is  luck  in  odd 
numbers.  Let  us  begin  over  again  from 
the  time  when  I  came  to  myself  and  found 
you  sitting  by  me.  Let  us  begin  all  over 
again  from  that  minute,  and  tell  me  now, 
before  we  leave  this  place  or  before  I  go 
ashore,  that  you  will  be  my  wife.  I  can't  talk 
much,  but  you  know  how  much  I  love  yoii." 
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"  I  cannot  answer  you,"  she  said,  and  her 
throat  swelled,  and  she  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands.  "  There  is  something^  I  oudit  to 
tell  you,  and  I  cannot  tell  it  you.  I  cannot 
tell  it  to  any  one." 

"  I  think,"  said  Norwich,  ''  that  you  will 
tell  it  me,  my  child,  and  that  you  will  tell 
it  me  now,  before  Markby  and  the  others 
are  back."  And  he  got  up,  crossed  the 
cabin,  and  sat  down  beside  her. 

Then  Marcia  briefly  but  slowly  and  dis- 
tinctly told  him  the  whole  Paris  story  exactly 
as  it  had  happened,  from  first  to  last. 

Norwich  was  not,  nor  have  I  ever  de- 
scribed him  as  being,  a  hero  of  the  Guy 
Livingstone  type.  He  did  not  indulge  in 
any  violent  or  alarming  symptoms  of  sup- 
pressed rage.  He  knew  the  man,  and  was 
thus  the   less  astonished ;  and  as  the  tale 
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went  on  he  made  up  liis  mind  how  to  act. 
But  he  waited  till  it  had  come  to  its  end, 
and  then,  like  Tennyson's  Lord  Eonald, 
"  he  lauohcd  a  laudi  of  merry  scorn,"  and 
"  turned  and  kissed  her." 

"  I  knew  nothing  of  this,"  he  said,  "  and 
I  have  heard  nothing  until  now.  Let  us 
promise  each  other,  Marcia,  never  through 
the  whole  of  our  lives  to  speak  of  it 
again.  I  love  you  all  the  better  for  your 
troubles ;  and  what  happened  to  you  might 
have  happened  to  any  girl  who  trusted  a 
villain." 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  when  Miss 
Dietz  and  Markby  came  down  the  com- 
panion they  looked  at  Norwich  and  at 
Marcia ;  and  then,  somehow,  all  four  were 
looking  each  at  the  other  three,  and  the 
Old  Campaigner  shook  hands  with  Norwich 
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first  and  with  Marcia  afterwards.  And 
then  the  good  Fraulein,  by  way  of  doing 
something  appropriate,  threw  herself  on 
Marcia's  neck  and  began  to  weep  de- 
monstratively. Whereupon  the  two  men 
left  the  cabin  and  went  up  on  to  deck, 
where  they  found  the  doctor  waiting  for 
them,  who  received  the  intelligence  with 
professional  absence  of  surprise,  the  full 
dignity  of  which  he  immediately  pro- 
ceeded to  mar  by  unprofessional  if  not 
exactly  commonplace  expressions  of  satis- 
faction. 

''It's  an  odd  thing,"  said  Mr.  Blakey. 
"Plato  was  a  funny  old  fellow  wholly 
ignorant  of  anatomy,  but  there  is  in  one  of 
his  dialogues,  which  I  read  when  a  student 
in  the  Quartier  Latin,  a  mad  kind  of 
attempt  to  give  a  theory  of  love.     They  are 
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all  ocettinix  more  or  less  drunk  toojether,  and 
each  man  propounds  his  own  theory.  That 
of  Aristophanes  is  the  funniest.  He  says 
that  originally  man  and  woman  were  one, 
but  that  the  Q-ods  for  some  reason  or  other 
got  angry  with  them  and  cut  them  in 
sunder,  and  that  now  every  man  is  going 
about  the  world   seeking:  for  his  lost  half. 

o 

If  he  happens  to  find  it  the  marriage  is 
a  happy  one.  It  is  a  grotesque  fable,  as 
grotesque  as  anything  in  Eabelais,  but  there 
is  a  vast  amount  of  downright  sound 
common  sense  in  it." 

"  So  there  is,"  said  Markby.  "  Norwich, 
my  boy,  we'll  hunt  up  the  steward  and 
crack  a  bottle  of  champagne.  It  will  do 
him  no  harm,  will  it,  doctor  1  " 

"It    will    do    none    of    us    any    harm," 

answered    the    doctor    cheerily,    and     they 
VOL.  III.  N 
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cracked  accordingly  a  couple  of  bottles  as 
befitted  a  great  occasion. 

That  same  evening  Lord  Norwich  wrote 
to  his  solicitors,  and  briefly  stating  the 
position  of  affairs,  desired  one  of  the  junior 
partners  to  come  down  at  once,  explaining 
that  he  wished  the  marriage  to  take  place 
immediately,  and  at  Southampton. 

The  man  of  law  was  down  the  next 
afternoon.  It  was  seldom  that  Mr.  Simple 
of  Fee,  Tail,  Simple  and  Fee,  thus  troubled 
himself,  but  the  firm  had  not  many  such 
clients  as  Lord  Norwich.  Besides,  a  mar- 
riage means  not  only  a  marriage  settlement, 
but  possibly  a  resettlement  of  the  estates, 
and  a  will,  and  a  number  of  other  such  legal 
formalities.  So  not  only  did  Mr.  Simple 
come  down,  but  he  brought  with  him  a 
confidential  clerk  and  a  tin-box  full  of  the 
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family  papers,  and  he  put  up  at  the  best 
hotel  in  the  town  in  a  style  befitting  the 
importance  of  his  mission. 

The  next  two  days  were  quiet,  but  happy 
and  busy.  A  special  license  had  to  be  got 
in  London,  on  the  strength  of  which  it  was 
possible  for  the  marriage  to  take  place  on 
board  the  yacht.  And  there  were  some  other 
things  to  be  looked  to — not  many,  but  still 
important  matters — which  Markby  took  in 
hand  himself 

Thus  everybody  w^as  fully  employed,  and 
hours  w^ent  by  like  minutes. 

The  crew,  of  course,  were  perfectly  well 
aware  of  all  that  w^as  in  preparation,  and 
had  but  one  opinion  on  the  matter,  but 
their  air  of  stolid  ignorance  did  them 
infinite  credit.  Nor  ounjht  I  to  for<2:et 
that  their  joint  present  to  the  bride   and 
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bridegroom  was,  at  the  sailing-master's 
happy  instance,  a  travelling  watch  and 
aneroid  barometer  in  a  compact  case,  with  an 
inscription  neatly  engraved  on  a  small  plate 
and  affixed  thereon. 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         181 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  marriage  service  commenced  at 
eleven  in  the  morning  exactly.  It  took 
2)lace  under  a  large  awning  on  the  yacht's 
quarter-deck,  and  was  w^itnessed  by  the 
crew,  who  made  an  admirable  con  o^re oration, 
giving  the  responses,  in  which  they  were 
led  by  the  skipper,  each  man  at  the  top 
of  his  voice,  after  the  most  approved 
nautical  fashion. 

The  Rector  of  the  parish  church  in  which 
the  harbour  is  situated  performed  the 
ceremony,  assisted  by  his  two  curates.  Tlie 
bride    was    given    away    by   JMaikby,    who 
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looked  the  part  of  heavy  father  to  perfection. 
An  old  brother  officer  was  best  man.  The 
bridesmaids  were  Miss  Dietz  and  the 
Eector's  daughters,  and  the  company  was 
made  np  to  its  complement  by  a  force  of 
officers  from  Lord  Norwich's  old  battalion, 
who  came  down  in  a  body  from  Wellington 
Barracks,  loaded  with  the  choicest  produc- 
tions of  the  Avenue  in  Covent  Garden  for 
the  better  decoration  of  the  extemporized 
chapel.  I  had  almost  forgotten  a  pleasant 
little  detail.  The  table  which  did  duty  for 
altar  was  draped  with  the  vessel's  Union 
Jack.     So-  much  for  the  ceremony. 

When  the  service  was  over,  and  the 
parish  registry,  brought  down  ad  hoc  by  the 
clerk,  had  been  duly  signed  and  attested, 
nothing  remained  but  the  breakfast. 

Wedding  breakfasts,  as  a  rule,  are  terribly 
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dull  affairs.  The  present  banquet  was 
certainly  an  exception,  for  the  only  speech 
was  the  health  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom, 
given  in  about  fifty  words  by  the  Colonel 
of  Norwich's  regiment,  and  responded  to 
with  a  brevity  equally  military  by  the 
bridegroom. 

The  other  toasts  were  drunk  without  any 
speeches  at  all,  but  everybody  was  delighted 
and  happy,  and  everything  went  well.  At 
last  the  party  broke  up,  the  crew  forming 
a  guard  of  honour  on  the  deck.  Mr.  Blakey 
had  now  to  bid  his  friends  farewell,  and  the 
only  persons  remaining  on  board  were,  as 
I  must  henceforth  term  them,  Lord  and 
Lady  Norwich,  together  with  Markby  and 
the  Frilulein.  The  pavilion  with  its  decor- 
ations disappeared.  The  gallant  array  of 
buutiiifr  was  hauled  down.     The  crowd  on 
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the  quay  cheered  lustily  and  melted  away. 
The  moorings  were  cast  off,  the  enmnes 
throbbed  as  if  with  life,  and  away  went  the 
'  Cecilia '  on  her  third  and  happiest  voyage, 
bending  her  course  once  again  for  the  blue 
w^aters  of  the  Mediterranean, 

The  gallant  vessel  herself  seemed  to  un- 
derstand the  occasion,  and  to  be  proud  of 
it.  She  certainly  never  bore  herself  better, 
or  carried,  as  sailors  have  it,  a  neater 
little  bone  in  her  mouth. 

*         *         *  *         -^  ^ 

The  hands  that  evening  did  not  get 
drunk  in  their  quarters  forward  (when 
Jack  so  forgets  himself,  it  is  his  invariable 
excuse  that  he  has  been  ashore  to  see  a 
friend  married),  but  they  celebrated  the 
occasion  in  their  own  way,  with  copious 
libations  of  hot  egg-flip,  with  which  potent 
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beverage  a  special  supper  was  waslied  down 
in  the  most  sailor-like  fashion. 

Next  morning  they  were  out  of  sight  of 
shore,  but  it  was  glorious  weather,  and  they 
kept  full  steam  ahead  the  whole  day.  The 
four  made  between  them  the  most  delight- 
ful flimily  party  in  the  world,  and  did 
nothing  in  the  most  systematic  manner 
possible.  Most  of  the  day  was  spent  on 
deck.  Books  of  any  kind  w^ere  by  tacit 
consent  forbidden.  There  w-ere  cards  on 
board  of  course,  and  a  game  of  whist  was 
pleasant  in  the  evening.  If  they  talked 
about  anything  during  the  day,  it  was  to 
plan  cruises,  or  to  chat  about  Norwich's 
place  in  Northumberland,  and  turn  over 
photographs  of  it,  with  a  view  to  possible 
pictures. 

"  If    my   tenants    don't    pay   up,"    said 
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Lord  Norwich  to  Marcia,  "  you  will  have 
to  work  to  keep  the  farm." 

Harrison,  who  regarded  idleness  with 
positive  aversion,  went  over  the  armoury 
down  to  its  last  screw.  The  only  incidents 
were,  that  a  little  flock  of  petrels  follow^ed 
the  vessel,  which  sailors  regard  as  the  very 
happiest  of  omens,  and  that  one  day  they 
lay-to  for  twenty  minutes  to  hook  a  big 
shark,  who  kept  rolling  and  rolling  over  in 
their  wake,  and  refused  to  take  the  heaviest 
bullet  from  Markby's  rifle  as  a  hint  to  be 
off  about  his  business. 

Ultimately  they  moored  in  Yillefranche 
harbour,  where  they  left  the  yacht  and  crew 
with  general  shore-leave,  and  so  w^ent  on 
themselves  to  Cannes. 

Now  on  the  evening  of  their  arrival  at 
Cannes,  Norwich  and  Markby  after  dinner 
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had  a  game  of  billiards,  for  which  the 
injured  arm  was  now  sufficiently  restored, 
and  after  the  billiards  a  ciirar  and  a  stroll. 
Then  for  the  first  time  Norwich  took 
Markby  into  his  confidence,  and  told  him 
all  that  the  reader  already  knows. 

Markby 's  advice  was  what  might  have 
been  expected.  "  You  mustn't  go  out  with 
him/'  he  said;  "it's  out  of  the  question. 
Let  us  suppose  you  did.  However  the 
affair  ended,  people  would  always  to>lk 
about  it.  If  you  shot  him,  as  he  deserves, 
they  would  say  his  mouth  was  closed.  To 
give  him  even  a  ghost  of  a  chance  of  shoot- 
ing you,  which  no  doubt  he  would  very  much 
like  to  do,  would  be  a  wrong  thing,  and  I 
will  be  no  party  to  it.  He  is  a  man  whom 
nobody  believes.  Besides,  for  his  own  sake 
he  will  say  as  little  as  possible.     There  is 


188         A  Lucky  Young  Woman. 

my  advice,  and  I  tell  you  frankly  that  you 
will  never  talk  me  into  alterino;  it.  You 
could  see  the  thing  in  the  same  light  your- 
self if  you  were  not — and  very  properly — 
personally  touched.  Some  punishment  will 
overtake  the  fellow,  you  may  be  sure. 
Meantime  leave  him  to  his  own  courses. 
He  will  come  to  no  good,  you  may  be 
bound." 

"  I  asked  your  advice,"  answered  Norwich, 
"  and  I  shall  act  upon  it.  I  don't  like  it, 
but  I  am  sure  it's  sound." 

"  I  think  it  is  myself,"  said  Markby. 
"  Here  we  are  at  the  Club.  Let  us  go  in 
and  do  a  hock-and-seltzer." 

It  was  about  dinner-time,  and  the  Club 
house  was  nearly  full.  Markby  met  and 
nodded  to  several  old  friends,  and  Norwich 
knew  some  of  the  men,  althouo-h  his  circle 
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was  narrower.  They  looked  in  at  the 
billiard-room,  and  then  turned  into  the 
smokiDg-room.  There  comfortably  seated 
in  an  easy-chair  was,  as  so  often  happens 
in  this  world,  the  very  man  of  whom  they 
had  been  talkino:. 

Markby  hastily  half- drew  and  half-pushed 
his  companion  out  of  the  room.  Then  he 
at  once  returned  himself,  with  a  look  on  his 
face  that  meant  business. 

Now  it  must  be  remembered  that  Lord 
Henry  probably  did  not  know  Captain 
Markby  by  sight,  and  was  certainly  in 
entire  ignorance  as  to  how  Jie  had  come  to 
Cannes,  and  in  what  company. 

Markby  rang  and  ordered  a  brandy-and- 
soda,  which  was  brought  him.  Then  he 
rose  from  his  chair,  looked  straight  at  the 
man,  took  a  step  towards  him,  threw  the 
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whole  of  the  contents  of  the  glass  in  his 
face,  and  so  put  the  glass  itself  down. 

The  men  in  the  room  started  to  their  feet 
and  rushed  between  the  two.  Those  round 
Lord  Henry  had  to  drag  him  back,  strug- 
gling and  furious.  Those  round  Markby 
also  laid  hold  of  him,  but  he  stood  perfectly 
still. 

"  I  did  it  on  purpose,"  he  said,  "  and  if 
Lord  Henry  wishes  to  know  why,  he  can 
easily  ascertain.  My  name  is  Markby,  and 
I  am  known  to  some  of  you  here.  My  only 
regret  is,  that  this  should  have  happened 
where  it  has,  and  not  in  the  street. 
Villiers"  (here  he  recognized  a  man  and 
turned  to  him),  "  you  know  me,  I  think  ?  " 

"  Know  you !  Perfectly.  Have  known 
you  for  years.  Gentlemen,"  he  continued 
to   those  who  were   round   about,  "  I  will 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         191 

answer  for  Captain  Markby  as  I  would  for 
myself,  and  if  he  is  wanted  I  will  undertake 
to  produce  him." 

Villiers  almost  lived  in  the  Club,  was 
popular  in  it,  and  was  also  respected.  What  he 
said  was  accepted  without  hesitation,  and  the 
two  men  left  the  room  amid  general  silence. 

"  I  want  to  fight  him,  of  course,"  said 
Markby.  "  If  he  will  not  fight  me,  I  will 
horsewhip  him  in  the  public  streets.  Oddly 
enough,  the  quarrel  is  not  exactly  my  own." 
Then  he  said,  "  If  you  don't  mind  coming 
with  me  I  will  send  you  to  him  with  a 
letter."  So  they  went  away  together,  and 
the  letter  was  written. 

"My  Lord, 

*'  I    am  the    friend    of   Lord    and 
Lady    Norwich    (formerly    Miss    Conyers), 
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whicli  ouglit  to  explain  things  to  you.  You 
cannot  possibly  want  satisfaction  lialf  as 
much  as  I  want  to  give  it  you.  If  you 
do  not  want  it,  I  will  make  it  my  business 
to  meet  you  and  insult  you  again.  You 
must  either  figlit  me  or  hide  yourself  from 
me.  You  will  find  the  former  course  the 
easier. 

"  I  am  your  lordship's  obedient  servant, 

^'Thomas  Markby.'' 

"  Take  that  back  to  him,"  he  said,  ''  and  I 
will  not  stir  from  this  place  till  you  return. 
I  am  sorry  to  mix  you  up  in  an  unpleasant 
matter." 

"  Not  at  all,  old  chap,"  was  the  answer, 
and  the  messenger  went  about  his  business. 
Perhaps  he  meant  that  the  matter  was  not 
at    all   an    unpleasant    one.      Anyhow   he 
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seemed  to  regard  it  as  a  matter  of  course,  and 
no  doubt  honestly  considered  it  to  be  so. 

It  was  two  hours  before  he  returned,  but 
Markby  hardly  took  notice  of  the  time. 

"  I  have  arranged  the  whole  matter," 
Yilliers  said ;  "  we  are  to  meet  to-morrow 
morning  at  eight,  and  drive  a  little  way 
into  the  country.  The  precise  place  we 
must  leave  to  chance.  Any  place  will  do. 
How  shall  we  spend  the  time  until  then  ? 
We  had  better  get  pistols  somewhere  first, 
and  then  get  quietly  to  bed.  You  will  be 
none  the  worse  for  a  good  sleep. 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  Norwich, 
almost  beside  himself  with  excitement,  was 
walking  up  and  down  outside  the  Club, 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road.  At  last 
in  despair  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  went 
back  to  the  hotel.     There  a  messenger  was 

VOL.  III.  0 
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waiting  for   him  with  a  short  letter  frora 
Markby. 

"Dear   Norwich, 

"It  is  all  right,"  ran  this  Spartan 
epistle,  "  and  will  be  all  over  first  thing 
to-morrow.  Do  not  say  a  word  of  it  to 
any  one.  I  am  staying  with  my  friend 
Villiers  to-night.  Every  one  thinks  the 
affair  is  mine.  If  it  is  not,  I  have  suffi- 
ciently made  it  so,  and  I  can  only  now  ask 
you  as  a  last  favour  to  do  nothing.  I  have 
my  own  idea  as  to  how  it  will  end,  and 
am  pretty  certain  I  shall  give  you  a  good 
account  of  myself. 

"  Yours  always, 

"  T.  Markby.'' 

"I  am  pretty  certain  I  shall  bring  him 
down,"    said    Markby  to   himself.       "  If   I 
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don't  there  is  no  justice  in  the  nature  of 
things  in  this  world.  At  all  events  1  will 
keep  my  shot,  and  unless  he  floors  me  at 
once,  it  will  be  a  sorry  look-out  for  him." 
And  secure  in  this  philosophy,  Markby 
rejoined  his  second,  and  the  two  chatted 
till  dawn.  Oddly  enough  it  never  occurred 
to  either  of  them  that  a  surgeon  might  be 
wanted. 


0  2 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

It  was  like  an  Eno-lisli  summer's  mornino^ 
wlien  they  started.  The  dew  hung  and 
disteiied  on  the  hedo;es.  The  mist  still  lav 
on  the  low  ground.  The  birds  were  greet- 
ing the  new  day  with  a  noisy  welcome. 
Appropriate  reflections  would  be  very  easy 
at  such  a  juncture  ;  but  I  am  in  a  position 
to  state  that  none  such  occurred  to  Markby, 
and  I  do  not  myself  intend  to  invent  any 
for   him. 

His  own  view  of  the  matter  was  that 
he  was  going  out  in  a  perfectly  legitimate 
piece    of   business,  and    one    that    was   too 
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important  to  be  hurried  over  or  bungled, 
altliougli  at  the  same  time  it  could  not  be 
got  through  too  expeditiously.  And  this  is 
the  very  best  possible  frame  of  mind  in 
which  a  man  cau   go   out. 

On  the  spot  arranged  for  meeting  a  little 
outside  the  town  they  found  the  other  men. 
Then  the  two  vehicles  drove  on  until  a 
place  was  hit  upon  that  exactly  met  the 
approval  of  the  two  seconds. 

It  was  a  low,  flat,  grazing  meadow, 
hidden  from  the  road  by  a  tall  hedge. 
Here  they  ordered  the  drivers  to  wait,  and 
the  little  company  of  five,  for  Lord  Henry's 
second  had  brouo;ht  a  suro-con,  entered  the 
field  in  silence.  The  grass  was  crisp  under 
foot,  and  heavily  hung  with  large  drops  of 
dew  that  sparkled  in  tlie  morning  sun  like 
diamonds.     All  around   nature  was    full  of 
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life  and  motion  Out  of  sight  overliead  a 
lark  was  singing  shrilly,  and  in  the  damp 
grass  tiny  frogs  barely  emerged  from  tad- 
pole infantage  were  hopping  about  in  quest 
of  insects. 

In  the  next  field  were  some  tall  elms 
from  which  came  the  monotonous  murmur 
of  the  wood-pigeon,  and  further  off  a  flock 
of  rooks  were  returnimx  from  their  mornino;'s 
business,  chattering  noisily  to  one  another, 
much  as  do  legislators  after  an  important 
division. 

A  great  ringed  snake  shot  through  the 
grass  almost  under  Markby's  feet,  and  his 
companion  started.  "  Poor  creature,"  said 
Markby,  "let  it  alone.  It's  harmless  enough. 
There  are  beasts  about,"  he  added,  as  if  pro- 
pounding some  abstract  theory  in  mathe- 
matics "  far  more  venomous  than  that  pretty 


A  Lucky  Young  Womak         199 

spotted  little  gentleman/'  and  as  he  spoke 
the  song  of  the  lark  ceased,  it  folded  its 
wings  and   dropped  to   earth. 

''  We  shall  startle  the  poor  little  fellow 
in  a  minute,"  said  Markby.  *'  The  grass 
is  uncommonly  wet.  I  think  I'll  turn  up 
my  trousers." 

Lord  Henry's  second  was  a  Colonel 
Despard,  and  he  and  Villiers  chose  the  pre- 
cise spot  and  stepped  out  the  paces.  Then 
the  two  seconds  drew  back,  one  on  each 
side,  and  the  two   men  faced  each  other. 

"  At  the  word  '  three,'  gentlemen,  you 
will  fire,"  said  Villiers,  ''  and  not  before. 
One,  two,  three,"  in  almost  instantaneous 
succession. 

There  were  two  flashes,  and  two  shots 
were  heard.  Markby,  as  he  had  resolved 
the  night  before,  had  kept  his  fire.     As  the 
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smoke  curled  up  into  the  sky,  Markby 
remained  standing  on  his  ground  with  his 
pistol  in  his  hand.  Lord  Henry  swayed  to 
and  fro  for  a  second,  and  then  fell  heavily 
forward  on  his  face.  The  seconds  and 
the  surgeon  ran  up  to  him  aad  turned  him 
over. 

The  bullet  had  entered  his  cheek,  close 
to  the  nose,  and  must  have  pierced  the 
brain,  for  the  limbs  were  not  even  twitching, 
and  the  pulse  had  stopj)ed. 

"  I  call  you  to  witness,  gentlemen,"  cried 
out  Villiers,  "  that  this  was  fairly  done. 
He  was  killed  as  the  bullet  struck  him, 
and  his  own  pistol  has  been  discharged  and 
is  smoking."  And  then  with  a  bow  he 
hurried  back  to  Markby,  and  the  two 
passed  through  the  gate  and  out  of  the 
field  leaving  the  three  behind  them. 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         201 

"  I  have  rid  the  earth,"  said  Markby,  "  of 
one  of  the  most  noxious  beasts  that  ever 
infested  it."  And  not  another  word  was 
said  till  they  regained  the  town. 

The  two  men  with  Lusiness-like  foresight 
made  all  their  preparations  for  departure. 
It  would  not  have  been  like  Markby  to 
leave  any  contingency  unprovided  for. 
They  hurried  to  the  station,  and  there 
found  Lord  and  Lady  Norwich  and  Miss 
Dietz  waitino^ — I  had  almost  said  waitinor 
for  them.  Nor  should  I  perhaps  have  been, 
altos^ether  wrons^,  for  Norwich  had  a  calm 
confidence  in  his  friend,  w^hile  Marcia  had 
grounds  of  hope  which,  I  suppose,  would  be 
considered  higher,  but  which  I  am  con- 
strained to  state  had  not  proved  any  more 
assurincf. 

o 

On    the    journey    back    to    Villcfranche 
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they  said  little  or  nothing,  but  Norwich 
could  guess  what  had  happened  as  w^ell  as 
if  he  had  been  present. 

If  Miss  Dietz  had  any  ideas  of  her  own, 
as  perhaps  she  had,  she  very  carefully  kept 
them  to  herself. 

.  Villefranche  reached,  the  embarkation 
was  a  matter  of  moments.  The  news  had 
not  preceded  them,  nor  did  it  in  fact 
arrive  until  some  five  hours  later  in  any 
more  substantial  form  than  that  of  rumour. 
For  the  Mayor  of  Cannes  and  the  Prefect  of 
the  Police  had  to  be  fetched,  and  had  to 
visit  the  field,  and  had  to  interrogate  the 
fly-drivers  and  a  number  of  other  persons, 
all  wholly  ignorant  of  the  affair ;  and  they 
had  also,  French  law  being  very  exact,  to 
mdke  a  proces  verbal  not  only  of  what  each 
witness  knew  (which  would  not  have  been 
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much),  but  of  what  he  suspected,  which  was 
a  very  great  deal,  and  of  what,  to  the  best 
of  his  recollection,  he  had  heard  other 
people  say,  which  was  a  very  great  deal 
more. 

And  as  during  ordinary  French  judicial 
investigation,  it  is  the  practice  for  every- 
body to  speak  at  once,  the  business  took 
some  time,  and  made  all  the  officials  con- 
nected with  it  very  sensible  of  their  own 
importance,  and  of  their  zeal  for  the 
Kepublic. 

For  being  an  Englishman  I  am,  of  course, 
bound  to  admit  that  they  do  all  these 
things  much  better  and  in  more  business- 
like fashion  in  France  than  over  here. 

Villiers,  even  if  he  had  had  anything 
to  do,  would  certainly  have  abandoned  it 
for  a  cruise.     He  thereupon  accepted  with 
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enthusiasm  Lord  Norwich's  invitation,  and 
thus  it  happened  that  by  the  time  the 
affair  was  being  discussed  in  the  cafis  and 
at  the  corners  of  the  streets,  the  '  Cecilia,' 
by  way  of  saving  the  French  officials  further 
trouble,  was  ten  miles  out  at  sea.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  she  was  beyond  what  lawyers 
call  "  territorial  waters,"  and  there  was  not 
the   least  occasion  for  any  anxiety. 

"  And  if,"  said  Markby  to  Norwich,  "  the 
French  Government  demands  my  extra- 
dition, and  the  demand  is  granted,  I  shall 
get  at  the  very  most  a  severe  reprimand, 
with  perhaps  a  fine  and  a  month's  honour- 
able confinement  in  prison,  which  is  rather 
less  than  would  be  given  me  by  an  English 
magistrate  if  I  had  horsewhipped  the 
fellow,  or  by  an  English  County  Court 
judge   if   I   had   bought    a   pair   of    boots 
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and  could  not  pay  fur  them."  And  with 
this  summary  of  the  position  he  went  up 
on  deck.  They  were  plunging  their  way 
briskly  through  the  water,  and  the  day  was 
as  one  in  an   Eno-lish   June. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

They  had  started  with  no  certain 
destination,  but  within  a  few  hours  it  was 
agreed  that  they  should  shape  their 
course  for  Gibraltar,  and  then  settle  their 
plans.  As  a  matter  of  fact  their  plans 
were  settled  before  they  reached  the  Pillars 
of  Hercules. 

The  yacht  needed  no  single  touch  or 
addition  to  her  stores.  A  few  hours 
were  sufficient  for  Harrison  to  bring 
on  board  a  long-boat's  load  of  fruit, 
vegetables,  and  other  such  comforts. 
Then   steam    was    up    again,    the    granite 
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rocks  dipped  below  the  horizon,  and  when 
next  morning  the  sun  leaped  up  out  of 
the  sea  to  greet  them,  they  were  well 
in  blue  water,  steering  a  due  course  for 
the  true  garden  of  the  world ;  a  place  none 
of  them  had  even  seen,  a  place  as  far 
beyond  the  Kiviera  in  its  natural  beauty 
as  is  the  Riviera  itself  beyond  Shanklin  ; 
a  place  where  nature  is  absolutely  at  her 
brightest  and  most  beautiful. 

If  you  have  read  The  Earl  and  the 
Doctor,  you  will  have  guessed  whither 
they  were  bent.  If  not,  I  may  tell  you 
that  their  destination  was  Tahiti. 

"We  will  eat  fresh  cocoa-nuts,"  said 
Norwich,  "  and  gather  coral  and  tropical 
shells,  and  spear  fish  on  the  reefs,  and  be 
as  happy  as  kings.  I  am  told  that 
everything    there     is    perfect    except     the 
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tobacco,  the  liquor,  and  the  missionaries. 
Tobacco  and  liquor,  we  carry  ourselves, 
and  as  for  the  missionaries,  perhaps  they 
are  not  altogether  so  detestable  as  they 
are  painted.  And  if  they  are,  we  have 
the  remedy  in  our  own  hands,  and  need 
not  let  them  throw  a  shadow  on  the 
deck." 

"  They  must  have  a  dull  time  of  it 
anyhow,"  said  Markby 

"  Yes,"  replied  Norwich,  "  I  dare  say 
they  wdll  welcome  a  little  genuine  brandy 
and  a  bottle  or  so  of  claret.  All  their  own 
stuff  is  vile ;  even  their  tobacco,  which 
ought  to  be  good,  is  worse  than  caporal. 
But  wx  shall  get  fish  and  fruit,  and 
poultry  and  eggs,  and  butter  and  milk, 
and  we  shall  hardly  want  more,  except 
ice,  with  which  we  must  somehow  manage 
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to  dispense.  As  for  soda,  there  is  the 
gazogene  and  any  amount  of  charging 
powders." 

"  You  must  prepare  yourself  for  one 
disappointment,  Lady  Norwich,"  said 
Alarkby. 

"  And  that  is  ?  "  asked  Marcia. 

"They  are,  I  believe,  very  badly  off 
for  flowers  of  any  kind." 

"Then  it  will  be  Eden  without  its 
roses,"  she  replied. 

"  You  must  console  yourself  with 
bread-fruit,  bananas,  custard-apples,  fresh 
gauva,  and  other  little  things  as  unseen 
and  unknown  in  Europe  as  the  Southern 
Cross  itself." 

Now  I  have  no   intention    of  describing 

the    South    Sea    Islands    in    detail.        The 

thing    has   been    done,    and    marvellously 
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done,  many  times  since  the  mutiny  of 
the  'Bounty.'  Not  having  seen  them 
myself,  I  should  have  to  extract  the 
material  from  books  of  travel ;  and  I  may 
add  that  the  title  of  this  story  is  not  the 
*  Cruise  of  the  Cecilia.'  Suffice  it  to  say 
they  found  all  that  Markby  had  promised 
them.  The  little  Archipelago  is,  and 
always  will  be  until  the  earth  shifts  the 
position  of  its  axis,  the  true  tropical  garden 
of  the  world,  the  veritable  island  of  the 
Hesperides.  In  the  Riviera  itself  you 
feel  comparatively  industrious  and  discon- 
tented as  compared  with  your  lotos-eating 
frame  of  mind  in  the  Pacific. 

The  mere  pleasure  of  life  is  sufficient 
in  itself  without  the  worry  of  sport  for 
men  or  amusements  for  ladies.  There 
is     consequently   no    record    of    how   the 
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voyagers  spent  their  time.  It  is  enough 
to  say  that  even  Marcia  herself  never 
once  touched  brush  or  pencil,  that  Mark  by 
found  smoking  a  trouble,  and  that  even 
Harrison,  although  all  his  hours  were 
leisure,  never  once  cleaned  so  much  as  a 
fowling-piece  that  did  not  actually  require 
the  operation.  And  for  Marcia,  indeed, 
there  was  a  practical  excuse,  for  the  South 
Sea  Islands  altogether  defy  the  painter's 
skill.  Their  peculiar  charm  cannot  be  trans- 
ferred to  canvas.  The  colouring  in  fact  is 
dull :  the  charm  is  somehow  in  the  air. 
It  is  as  subtle  as  a  perfume  Avhich  you 
can  only  describe  in  words  by  comparing 
it  to  another  which  it  closely  resembles. 
Eead  the  song  of  the  sailors  of  Ulysses  in 
Tennyson's  Lotos  Eaters.  These  sea-beaten 
veterans 

P   2 
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— "sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand, 
Betwixt  the  sun  and  moon,  upon  the  shore." 

Beyond  this  tliey  did  nothing  except  to 
register  a  solemn  vow  that  they  would  never 
leave  the  place. 

"  Let  us  swear  an  oath,  and  keep  it  with  an  equal  mind, 
In  the  hollow  lotos-land  to  live  and  lie  reclined. 
Like  the  gods  beside  their  nectar  careless  of  mankind." 

The  days  melted  into  weeks,  and  perhaps 
the  weeks  might  have  melted  into  months, 
had  there  not  been  practical  reasons  for 
departure.  A  man  in  this  world,  whether 
prosperous  as  Norwich,  or  philosophically 
poor  as  Markby,  cannot  wholly  neglect  his 
affairs,  and  to  put  it  roughly,  you  must  treat 
the  South  Sea  Islands  as  you  treat  other 
places.  You  must  do  them,  and  then  get 
back  again  to  your  ordinary  life.  Probably 
not   even    Epicurus    himself    would    have 
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elected  to  remain  in  them  for  ever,  but 
I  am  sorry  for  those  (including  myself) 
who  have  never  visited  them  once.  As 
for  the  man  who  has  been  to  them  once, 
and  refuses  the  chance  of  going  a  second 
time,  he  is  simply  what  the  greatest  philo 
sopher  of  the  world  would  have  termed 
"  auai(rSrjr6g  rig/' — as  devoid  of  capability 
of  enjoyment  as  is  a  skittle-pin  or  a 
mile-stone. 

"  Besides,"  said  Norwich,  "  we  can  come 
back  again  whenever  we  please.  Next  year, 
if  you  like,  Marcia,  unless  you  would  prefer 
the  Kara  Seas,  where  we  can  harpoon  walrus, 
bump  icebergs,  and  enjoy  a  sun  wdiich  never 
sets  for  half  the  year,  and  during  that  half 
gives  no  heat." 

So  anchor  was  up,  sail  set  to  economize 
coal,  and  once  ai^ain  the  engines  began  their 
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ceaseless  motion  with  its  monotonous  and 
yet  pleasant  refrain. 

The  miflclle  of  June  found  them  at  Cowes, 
where  the  Cecilia  was  left  to  be  overhauled. 
A  couple  of  days  were  spent  in  London, 
where  the  Academy  had  to  be  seen,  and 
where  Patti  was  singing.  But  London  even 
at  its  best  is  a  sorry  contrast  to  places  such 
as  those  they  had  left.  It  was  a  relief  to 
find  themselves  (so  at  least  said  Markby, 
while  the  Fraulein  judicially  concurred)  in 
the  train  (a  special  one  for  the  occasion), 
hurrying  past  station  after  station,  through 
our  beautiful  English  country,  until  at  last 
they  stopped,  with  infinite  grinding  of  wheels 
and  flashing  of  sparks  from  the  metals,  at 
the  little  road -side  station  in  Northumber- 
land which  is  nearest  to  Rothbury  Park. 

They  had  been  expected,  of  course,  for  the 
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village  was  en  fete.  I  suppose  the  steward 
must  have  received  a  message  through  some 
bird  in  the  air.  The  station-master,  an 
ex-sergeant  of  Guards,  had  attired  himself  in 
full  uniform  for  the  occasion.  The  tenantry 
were  in  force  and  so  were  the  school- 
children, and  there  was  a  general  muster  of 
local  families  who  had  heard  of  the  arrival 
and  of  the  romance  that  had  preceded,  and 
had  driven  over,  and  the  bells  were  rinmns:, 
and  everything  was  as  bright  as  sunshine 
and  happy  faces  can  make  things  in  this 
world. 

Better  still,  there  was  no  further  demon- 
stration— no  feeding,  no  addresses,  no 
organized  formalities  of  any  kind.  Snrtont 
point  de  gene,  if  I  may  thus  adapt  Talley- 
rand's famous  surtout point  de  zele. 

It    was    a   small    and   happy   party   that 
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evening.  The  dining-room  was  for  the 
time  a  hot-house  of  flowers  blazing  with 
wax  tapers.  The  butler  wore  his  most 
episcopal  air,  and  uncorked  the  champagne 
with  a  solemnity  that  might  almost  have 
frozen  it  had  that  operation  been  needed, 
and  the  heads  of  the  footmen  glistened  like 
the  peaks  of  the  Alps. 

Dinner  over,  they  adjourned  to  the 
billiard-room,  where,  as  Marcia  declined  to 
join  in  pool,  Norwich  and  Markby  amused 
themselves  with  the  orthodox  English 
''fifty  up,"  and  w^hat  the  amiable  author 
of  the  Art  of  Bining  would  have  termed  its 
"  essential  concomitants,"  cigars  and  brandy 
and  soda. 

And  here  let  me  say  once  and  for  all,  that 
if  my  reader  considers  I  tell  him  too  much 
as  to  what  my  characters  eat  and  drink,  I 
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would  plead  in  bar  the  priceless  maxim  of 
Brillat  Savarin — ''Tell  me  what  a  man 
eats  and  I  will  tell  you  what  he  is." 

When  at  last  Markby  and  Norwich  were 
alone  together  the  former  produced  a  copy 
of  a  London  daily  paper,  which  had  come  to 
him  with  other  letters  to  his  Club,  enclosed 
in  an  envelope  instead  of  a  wrapper,  and 
specially  marked   and  noted. 

Duel  at  Cannes. 

"A  duel  took  place  yesterday  at  this 
fashionable  resort,  resulting  from  a  quarrel 
which  occurred  at  the  English  Club 
between  Lord  Henry  Forrester  and  Captain 
Markby,  late  of  the  999th  Regiment.  The 
aggressor  was  Captain  Markby,  who  grossly 
insulted  Lord  Henry  in  the  smoking-room 
of  the  Club,  but  the  Captain  is  said  to  liave 
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stated  that  he  was  prepared  to  justify  his 
conduct,  and  had  acted  deliberately.  The 
encounter  took  place  a  few  miles  out  of 
the  town,  and  only  one  shot  was  exchanged, 
with  the  result  that  Lord  Henry  fell  dead 
on  the  spot,  while  his  antagonist  was  not 
even  wounded.  The  affair  caused  naturally 
the  most  intense  excitement,  which  has  not 
yet  subsided.  The  deceased  nobleman,  who 
is  the  third  brother  of  the  Duke  of  Worces- 
ter, was  in  the  diplomatic  service,  and  was 
married  to  Berthe,  elder  daughter  of  the  late 
Comte  de  Beauregard,  but  leaves  no  issue. 
He  was  a  Deputy  Lieutenant  for  Worcester- 
shire, Colonel  of  the  Worcestershire  Militia, 
formerly  represented  that  county  in  Parlia- 
ment, and  an  elder  brother  of  Trinity  House. 
He  was  an  enthusiastic  yachtsman,  and  his 
terrible  and  premature  death  will  be  deeply 
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lamented  by  a  large  circle  of  friends,  to 
wliom  his  many  virtues  and  brilliant  talents 
had  lonor  endeared  him.  His  remains  are 
beinsr  embalmed,  and  will  be  brouo^ht  to 
England  for  interment  in  the  family 
mausoleum." 
^  I  dare  say  that  this  paragraph  is  about 
as  veracious  as  are  a  good  many  others  of 
a  similar  kind.  \  For  in  thus  taking  leave 
of  Lord  Henry  Forrester,  I  may  again 
remark  that  he  was  a  strange  mixture  of 
good  and  evil — generous,  capable  of  strong 
affection,  and  yet  extremely  selfish,  heart- 
less, and,  as  far  as  his  relations  with  his 
wife  went,  utterly  base.  What  is  commonly 
termed  his  honour  had  never  any  more 
been  questioned  than  his  personal  courage, 
and  I  am  sure  that  many  men  and  not 
a  few  women  regretted  his  death,  and  even 
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when  they  knew  the  worst,  could  still  feel 
it  in  their  hearts  to  speak  kindly  of  him 
as  of  an  unfortunate  man,  who  perhaps 
had  held  bad  cards,  or  perhaps  mismanaged 
such  cards  as  he  had  held. 

He  had  often  acted  in  the  vilest  manner. 
Still,  as  generally  happens  in  this  world,  he 
had  met  with  his  punishment  here. 

E.  I.  P. 

I  cannot  find  it  in  my  heart  to  wish 
him  less.  And  I  may  perhaps  say  of  him, 
that  nothing  in  his  life  became  him  like 
the  leaving  of  it. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

It  is  the  April  of  the  year  after  the 
events  recorded  in  the  last  chapter — an 
English  April,  with  pleasant  promise  of 
May,  and  under  the  verandah  of  a  villa 
at  Bournemouth,  looking  down  over  the 
pine-clad  cliffs  upon  the  sea,  are  seated  a 
small  and  a  haj)py  party.  The  day  is  still 
young,  and  the  blue  channel  is  leaping  and 
laughing  in  the  light,  while  the  air  is  heavy 
with  the  rich  balsamy  odour  of  the  pine 
groves.  There  are  wicker-work  lounges 
and  chairs  round  the  little  table  which 
bears    the    simple    and    pleasant    afternoon 
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tea.  Norwich  is  unencumbered  except  by 
a  telescope,  which  he  is  not  using.  Markby 
in  the  pocket  of  his  shooting-jacket  has 
what  looks  like  a  chart  in  its  case.  The 
Fraulein,  it  need  hardly  be  said,  is  knitting. 
Marcia,  with  the  indescribably  happy  look 
of  a  young  matron,  is  doing  nothing  beyond 
dreamily  watching  the  vessels  as  they  pass 
up  and  down. 

The  silence  is  broken  by  the  sharp,  shrill 
cry  of  a  gull  hovering  on  poised  pinions 
overhead.  This  is  followed  by  a  second  cry 
equally  inarticulate,  but  more  intelligible, 
from  the  really  most  important  member  of 
the  group,  an  infant  hidden  in  the  arms 
of  a  round-faced,  sunburnt,  smiling  Alsa- 
tian nurse,  hidden  herself  in  an  immense 
cap  profusely  decorated  with  blue  ribbons, 
as  befits  the  dignity  of  her  position. 


A  Lucky  Young  Woman.         223 

"  He  is  asking  for  his  mamma,"  says  the 
nurse,  and  little  Lord  Eothbury  lustily 
squalls  his  concurrence. 

The  child,  handed  to  Marcia,  stints  its 
wailing.  Marcia  bends  over  it,  croons  to 
it,  and  watches  it  starins:  at  her  rin^s  with 
great  round  eyes,  grappling  at  them  with 
its  plump  fingers,  and  strenuously  fighting 
to  convey  them  to  its  mouth.  Markby  and 
Norwich  rise. 

"  We  will  stroll  down  to  the  pier,"  says 
the  latter  to  his  wife,  "  have  a  cigar,  and 
throw  our  eyes  once  again  over  the  yacht. 
I  think  everything  is  right  on  board  her, 
but,  as  Markby  is  always  telling  me,  '  the 
master's  eye  is  the  best  mop  of  all.'  " 

So  the  two  men  wander  down  along  the 
edge  of  the  cliff  to  the  pier,  where  the 
long   boat    is  waiting  with    the  ubiquitous 
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Harrison  in  her  stern  sheets,  and  a  few 
long  strokes  bring  them  to  the  companion. 
From  cut  water  to  rudder  post  the  Cecilia 
is  like  a  lady's  boudoir,  for  her  owner  takes 
a  pride  in  his  vessel ;  and  I  agree  with  old 
sailors,  that  a  vessel  is  like  a  horse,  and  not 
only  understands  kind  and  generous  treat- 
ment, but  responds  to  it. 

Having  finished  their  round  of  inspection, 
they  lean  against  the  bulwarks,  and  watch 
the  already  purpling  lines  of  the  horizon. 

"  So  it's  up  anchor  to-morrow,"  says 
Markby. 

"Yes,"  answers  Norwich  laughingly. 
"Down  channel  first,  and  then  past  the 
wicked  old  Lizard,  for  anywhere  that  our 
fancy  or  our  fates  may  determine.  My 
wife  likes  the  sea,  and  I  am  never  at  my 
happiest,  or   perhaps    I   ought   to  say  my 
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most  comfortable,  ashore.  We  have  liter- 
ally the  world  before  us.  Why  should  we 
trouble  to  mark  out  our  course  on  the 
chart  ?  Kothbury  is  not  cargo  consigned 
to  any  given  port." 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Norwich,  I  am 
getting  tired  of  doing  nothing,  and  I  want 
a  stroke  of  work.  I  shall  rot  in  this  happy 
laziness,  like  the  Cecilia  herself  would  rot 
at  her  moorings.  I  have  been  in  the 
scabbard  too  long,  and  I  want  to  be  pulled 
out  again." 

"  You're  a  most  uncomfortable  com- 
panion," says  the  other.  ''  I  shall  answer 
you  as  the  boatswain  answered  the  mutineer. 
Down  came  the  rope  on  his  shoulders, 
and  the  vagabond  howled ;  down  on  his 
loins,  and  he  howled  again  ;   down  on  the 

broad  of   his  back,   and   he  howled   louder 
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still.  'Plague  on  the  fellow,'  cried  the 
boatswain,  '  wherever  I  hit  him,  there's 
no  pleasing  him.'  What  is  it  you  want, 
Xavier  ? " 

"  Something  to  do,  my  dear  fellow.  I 
think  when  we  return  I  shall  try  to  fix 
myself  up  somewhere  as  secretary  to  a  Club. 
I  want  to  be  like  the  honest  centurion,  with 
my  day's  work  cut  out.  Go  down  to  the 
Foreign  Office  and  get  me  made  Deputy 
Vice-Con  sul  somewhere  on  the  Gold  Coast 
or  in  the  West  Indies.  Never  mind  Yellow 
Jack.  Like  the  great  Hannibal  Chollop, 
,  I  am  fever-proof,  likewise  ague.'  " 

*'  I'll  get  you  something  better  than  that 
when  we  come  back,"  says  Norwich  ;  "  or 
if  you  like,  you  shall  have  the  refusal 
of  it  to-night.  I  knew  what  you  wanted, 
and   I've    got   the    billet   for  you   in    my 
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pocket — ill  fact,  ii  letter  from  the  authorities 
themselves,  only  you'll  turn  up  your  nose 
at  it.     The  work  won't  suit  you." 

"  Won't  it.  Any  work  will  suit  me — any 
work  that  I'm  fit  for,  and  can  undertake." 

"  If  you  don't  prove  fit  for  it,"  says 
Norwich,  ''you  will  get  the  sack.  But 
I  think  you're  up  to  it.  Marcia  wants  all 
my  time  to  herself.  She  is  most  exacting, 
you  kuow.  Consequently  I  want  all  t1ie 
time  of  somebody  else.  Look  after  my 
affairs  for  me,  Markby.  I  don't  ask  you 
to  go  round  and  collect  rents,  and  be 
peppered  with  buck  shot  from  behind  a 
hedge.  Just  go  about  with  your  eye  open, 
and  see  I  am  not  robbed  beyond  a  fair 
and  reasonable  extent.  Take  stock  of 
things,  and  keep  me  posted  up  as  to  how 
I     stand.     Consider     yourself     Rothbury's 
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trustee,  and  be  as  stern  and  strict  and 
economical  as  you  please.  There'll  be  lots 
of  work  for  you,  and  we  shall  be  company 
for  one  another.  Besides,  I  am  always  a 
fool,  and  can  never  think  of  the  rio4it  thinsf. 
I  am  sure  this  is  the  rio^it  thino;,  because 
it's  Marcia's  idea  and  not  mine.  If  you 
say  no  to  me  you  will  only  have  to  say 
yes  to  her." 

Markby  for  a  moment  was  puzzled,  as 
most  men  are  always  puzzled  by  a  clever 
woman's  tact.  If  Norwich  had  offered  to 
"  start  him  "  somehow^  as  the  phrase  is,  there 
would  have  been  a  dozen  good  answ-ers  at 
once.  To  the  present  proposal  no  ob- 
jections could  possibly  be  urged.  He  was 
asked  to  undertake  work  for  which  it  was 
impossible  to  plead  that  he  was  unfit.  Ifc 
was   work   a   p^entleman    could    do, — work 
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at  the  prospect  of  which  many  gentle- 
men of  the  best  family  would  jump.  Nor 
w^ould  it  lay  him  under  any  obligation. 
It  was  not  an  offer  at  all  in  the  nature 
of  a  present.  On  the  contrary,  it  came 
in  friendship  no  doubt  of  the  strongest 
kind,  but  none  the  less  as  a  hond  fide 
business  proposal. 

"  It  is  exactly  like  her  to  have  thought 
of  it,"  he  said;  "and  it  will  keep  vis 
together,  which  I  shall  like.  We'll  give 
it  a  trial,  Norwich,  and  see  how  it  works. 
Let's  hope  it  will  w^ork  w-ell." 

So  the  matter  was  thus  settled,  and  they 
were  rowed  ashore. 

"  It's  all  right,  my  dear,"  cried  out  Nor- 
wich, bursting  into  the  room  where  Marcia 
was  sittino;  in  her  louno-e  with  the  ever- 
lasting    hope    of   the    family   in    her    arms. 
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"It's  all  right.  He's  promised  to  come  aad 
stop  of  course,  like  the  dear  old  fellow 
he  is,  and  next  year  we'll  do  big  game 
somewhere." 

"I  am  very  happy  indeed,  Captain 
Markby,"  says  Marcia,  holding  out  her 
hand.  "  It  would  never  have  done  for  you 
to  leave  us.  My  husband  would  have 
found  life  intolerable  without  you ;  and  I, 
too,  have  my  own  bit  of  news." 

''  ilnd  pray  what  may  that  be  ? "  asks 
her  husband. 

"  The  Fraulein,"  says  Marcia,  "  intends 
to  stop  until  Rothbury  can  read  and  write 
and  be  a  good  boy.  The  last  contingency 
is  so  remote  and  indefinite  that  I  think  we 
have  got  her  for  good  and  all." 

And  the  Fraulein  looks  through  her 
blue   spectacles  over  her  knitting  needles, 
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and  nods  her  head  in  an  emphatic 
manner." 

There  had  been  many  pleasant  evenings 
of  late,  but  none  so  quietly  happy  as  this. 
When  Eothbury  had  been  sent  off  they 
played  whist  for  penny  points,  until  Nor- 
wich, who  was  in  partnership  with  the 
Fraulein,  secured  the  third  rubber  after 
a  desperate  fight  for  the  odd  trick. 

"  I  am  always  in  luck,"  he  says  as  he 
rises  from  the  table.  "  I  am  even  lucky  at 
cards.  I  am  bound,  I  suppose,  to  break 
proverbs." 

"  Better  break  proverbs  than  break  your 
arm,"  observes  Marcia. 

"  To-night,  at  any  rate,"  says  Markby, 
"  as  we  weigh  anclior  at  noon  to-morrow." 

At  noon  next  day,  ])y  the  vessel's  chrono- 
meter, the  anchor  was  weighed,  catted,  and 
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fished  in  the  most  approved  style.  ^'  Easy 
ahead,"  was  given,  and  then  in  less  than  a 
minute,  "  Full  steam  ahead,"  and  away  the 
lovely  craft  glided  through  the  water, 
tossino;  the  foam  from  her  bows,  and  leavincr 
behind  her  a  lons^  widening:  wake. 

Who  does  not  know  the  joyous  feeling  of 
off  at  last  ?  Off  they  were  in  earnest,  with 
a  smooth  sea  under  them  and  a  briixht,  clear 
sky  overhead — off  wherever  they  might 
please,  with  no  need  for  the  present,  at 
any  rate,  to  trouble  further  than  to  keep 
their  course  down  channel  and  a  o:ood  look- 
out. 

"  We  will  settle  our  plans,"  says  Norwich, 
*'  when  we  have  passed  the  Lizard." 

It  was  a  glorious  nioiit,  one  of  those 
nights  of  our  own  southern  spring  that 
bring  with  them  more  than  the  promise  of 
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summer.  In  the  clear  sky  overhead  the 
stars  hung  like  cressets  in  a  "  golden 
galaxy."  Here  and  there  they  passed 
some  steamer  inward  bound,  or  overhauled 
one  labouring  her  way  out.  But  for  the 
pulse  of  the  engines,  there  was  perfect 
silence. 

"  Life  is  almost  too  happy,"  says 
Marcia. 

Norwich  can  only  nod  his  assent.  He 
for  his  part  was  too  happy  himself  at  that 
moment  for  definite  speech. 

"Do  you  read  your  Goethe,  Miss  Dietz  ? " 
asked  Markby. 

"Of  course  I  do,"  retorts  the  Friiulein 
with  mock  indignation. 

"  Then,"  says  Maikby,  "  what  does  your 
great  teacher  say  ?  *  The  tree  of  theory  is 
dead.     The  tree  of  life  is  young  for  ever.' 
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And,"  he  acids  emphatically,  ^'it  is  a  devilish 
good  sentiment,  even  out  of  the  mouth  in 
which  it  is  stuck.  Look,  all  of  you :  I 
never  saw  the  evening  stars  so  bright." 


THE    END. 


Richard  Clay  and  Sons,  Lonlon  and  Bungay. 
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